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	1. Of Monsters and Dragons

Aranon floated above the ocean; his large black wings pocketed the buffeting winds that flew up from the surf. It was a perfect morning, the sun rose red over the Crescent Isle's rocky horizon, bathing the black pebble beach and forest in an orange light that streamed around the mountains.

To his left, other Night Furies dove headfirst into the waves to retrieve fish from the thrashing sea for their pups, and to his right, other dragon species were trying to copy the acrobatic children of lightning – Monstrous Nightmares, Deadly Nadders, even a few Gronkles were trying to replicate the perfect fishing of the Night Furies.

Aranon snorted at their efforts. Gronkles, they shouldn't even be trying. Nadders? They were technically wyverns, and they couldn't see the darting fish that would flash out of their talon's reach because of their eye placement – they were meant for larger prey. Now – Nightmares, they could fish fairly similar to the technique of the Night Furies, even though they were wyverns like the Nadders.

He would have been fishing also, but as Second to the clan's leader, he had to keep the divide between the Night Furies and the other species to keep fights to a minimum, it was pup and hatchling season, and competition for fish was fierce.

There was a wallowing bellow as a Gronkle was pulled under a cresting wave; the dragon's short wings were too small to pull him out from under the water. Aranon didn't see him resurface, but he was unmoved, all the dragons that weren't Night Furies on this island were rogues that had left their islands and had landed up on the Crescent Isle.

"Aranon," A voice like honey called from below him, it was Tempest, his mate. "Why are you out here?"

"I was... thinking." He replied slowly, he always had to be careful with what he said around her, everything he said around her couldn't seem less intelligent, everything about him seemed unremarkable, never good enough for the striking she-dragon.

She flew above him, then cuffed Aranon playfully over the head with her tail, "Come back to the island, Torok wants to speak with you."

Aranon rolled his eyes, "What does our mighty leader want now?"

"I don't know, he didn't say," Tempest said thoughtfully, as if trying to recall something, "he just said he wanted you to get over to the Crystal Cave, he also said a few words that wouldn't be very dignifying to say." She tilted her head, flashing the eyespots on her ears. These markings ran all over her, like liquid metal had been drizzled on her wings and tail, the rivulets of color were pearlescent white, so her wings glinted in the sun.

Aranon shook his head to break his stare, "I'm coming."

Tempest landed lightly on his back, not weighing him down a bit, "I'll see you back at the nest." Then she hopped off, diving down to the ocean and snapping a fish from the ocean easily, then jetted back off to the island, to the black peaks where the Night Furies nested. Aranon followed her with his gaze until she disappeared.

Aranon flared his wings, willing himself to be carried high above the rest of the dragons, then he followed his mate's example, snapping up a fish for a quick breakfast, then jetting off back to the island, but instead he flew to the beach, where Torok held his counsel in the Crystal Cave.

* * *

><p>Aranon landed on the beach, spraying pebbles, and headed to the cave were the counsel was.<p>

He poked his head into the entrance cautiously, then the rest of his body followed ever so slowly into the cave. Aranon squinted, the light from the glowing sea crystals in the cave were stunning, meant so that the dragon on the floor was forced to look at the Night Furies on the raised rocks – the counsel.

But today, only Torok sat on the raised pillars, the Night Fury's tail sweeping the floor. Torok was an intimidating figure, he was enormous for a Night Fury of his age, and he had traded his natural jade markings for crimson paint that ran down his back and wings like the tribal marks of the humans.

"Aranon, little brother," Torok leapt down from the pillar, "you came remarkably quick, usually you take your time with coming to the Crystal Cave." The dragon was on the ground with Aranon now, his ears flicking.

Aranon stiffened at the informal address, he narrowed his eyes. "What do you want, Torok? You never acknowledge me as family unless something bad has happened."

"You are correct," Torok said casually, he paused, as if contemplating something, then continued. "The Whispering Death pack to our south has intruded, they killed the nesting Gronkles on the east shore, a phalanx was sent to drive the intruders off, and they did. But at a price, the Gronkles that you saw fishing are the last of their kind on this island."

Aranon thought about the Gronkle that had been pulled under by the waves, how easily he had been killed. "Wouldn't the Gronkles on the beach be spreading the news of their comrades' deaths?"

Torok shook his head, "They don't know, but I suspect they will quite soon." The leader of the Night Furies observed his Second, then said with indignation, "The Gronkles are going to leave, as will everybody else – including Night Furies."

Aranon was stunned, not sure he heard his leader correctly. "What?"

Torok looked down at the ground angrily, "The Whispering Deaths aren't our only problem, they can be driven off. But we face a greater threat; a threat we cannot defeat now – humans."

"Humans?" Aranon asked incredulously, "Why would we not be able to defeat humans? We are more than capable –"

"It's Frost," Torok interjected. Frost was the Night Furies' elder who lived on the north face of the mountain, despite her hermit-like existence; she sometime came down to tell her predictions. And quite often her predictions came true. "Frost came to me before I called for you. She told me that she had a dream, and she predicted that humans will crash against this island like waves, there will be no dragon will be left alive, no rock will be clean of blood – unless we all leave."

"But where will we go? Night Furies aren't nomads, we can't move around like other dragons."

"There is a small island, enough for us, in the Barbaric Archipelago. There are plenty of food sources, that area has been coveted for many years. But there are two problems." Torok drew a map with his talon in the dirt floor of the cave.

Aranon glanced skeptically at the dirt floor, then back at Torok, "What problems?"

"Of course, there are humans to the Northeast, but they are the least of your concerns," he drew a string of islands, the largest on the end he labelled with a figure of a human, then he gestured an island that was slightly smaller, "this is the island we want, but it currently hosts a less than friendly local."

"Get on with it," Aranon growled.

"Red Death."

Aranon looked at Torok with disgust, "did you seriously just use the words 'less than friendly' to describe a Red Death?"

"Yes, yes I did," Torok matched his Second's tone, "But she is lazy. She depends on the dragons on the island to feed her, if they don't –" he made a snapping noise with his mouth, " – she eats them."

Aranon paused, "Then will we go to this island, to be oppressed?"

"No!" Torok barked, "_You_ will go to the island. And _you_ will kill the Red Death and liberate that island for our clan."


	2. Flying Before the Storm

Aranon was lost for words, a million thoughts raced through his head. "What?"

Torok's gaze hardened. "When you swore your oaths as my Second, you pledged to do whatever in your power to serve the Children of Night. I hold you to that oath." The leader looked at him balefully, "I would take this quest myself, but I must guide this clan."

Aranon knew what Torok was saying was true, he _was_ bound by his oath, if he broke it, all honor would be lost to him. But if he went, he would surely die, but if he didn't go, everyone would die. _Tempest_ would die.

"I will go. But please, let me say my goodbyes to Tempest."

"Quickly, no time is to be lost." Torok said, "A storm is coming, and you must fly out before it."

Aranon was about to fly out of the cave when Torok spoke up, "Brother, I am sorry."

"I know."

* * *

><p>The nests of Night Furies on the mountains roiled with rustling wings and bodies, parents were herding their pups to their nests and covering them with their wings, settling down to wait out the storm. The farther up the mountain he went, the more pups he could hear, nesting adults had prime space, the only reason he and Tempest were so far up was because he was the Second.<p>

He flew up to the ledge that he and Tempest shared with six other Night Furies, all of them were bunkered down under the overhang with their pups, small squeaks of week old pups emanated from beneath their wings.

Tempest had been waiting for him, and her head perked up when he folded his wings, her ears erect.

Before she could say anything, Aranon spoke, "I'm leaving."

"What?" Her ears drooped, her eyes wide in confusion, "Where are you going?" She stood up, "You're not leaving me here alone, are you?"

"I have to go far away," He nuzzled her, breathing in her scent. "I'll be back as soon as I can. But I have to go."

"I'll go with you," She said, her voice quivering with hurt.

Aranon stepped back, "No, you can't. It's too dangerous." He took a deep breath, "I swear to you I'll come back. I swear it on the moon and the stars and everything between I will come home. And you will be safe."

"May the wind be always at your back, Aranon," Tempest dipped her head, reciting the customary farewell of the Night Furies.

Aranon flared his wings, then turned to finish the goodbye. "Until we meet again, may Night hold you in her hands." Before Tempest could look up, Aranon was gone, riding the winds upward towards the Barbaric Archipelago.

* * *

><p>Aranon continued to fly for day in and day out. The storm that Torok had warned him about was far behind him, the clouds long having turned with the wind southwards, and now the wind was trying to push him back home south, like even the elements wanted him to turn back to Tempest.<p>

_You're doing this for Tempest._ He told himself reproachfully, _you're doing this for everybody. _He quickly corrected himself, straightening his course. He continued to surge his wings, the waves beneath him were gray as the slate colored clouds her was flying beneath, a distorted reflection of himself followed Aranon across the waves.

There was a heavy thud. Then another. Aranon realised that his reflection had been suddenly joined by a legion of others, dragons of all shapes and sizes carrying strange creatures in their talons.

Gronkles, Nadders, Monstrous Nightmares – what he was used to, including Hideous Zipplebacks, which never really stayed long on the Crescent Isle, but he was familiar enough with them. But a smaller dragon species, hardly the size of his foreleg was new, flying amongst the larger dragons.

A deep blue Monstrous Nightmare fell in beside Aranon, she was carrying two small hairy creatures, the white wool was stained with their own blood and was singed slightly. "You're not from 'round 'ere are you?"

Aranon didn't know how to react to her way of speaking, but he managed to stutter: "No, not at all."

"I thought not," she snorted, " 'ere." She tossed him one of her hairy little creatures, which he fumbled with. "You ain't going in the nest without food. Not that the Queen be very fond of sheep, she prefers deer."

Aranon cringed, thinking about how huge the Red Death would have to be to eat the amount the smaller dragons were hauling in. The Nightmare chirred, "You _really _ain't from 'round 'ere."

"Yah," The Night Fury said quietly, "I don't know if you care, but my name is Aranon Nightstar."

"Fancy," the Nightmare replied, letting out a low whistle. "My name be Sorcha. Pleased to meet cha' Aranon."

From above them, there was a low chirring noise, made in the deep belly of a Gronkle. Sorcha cocked her head, and then suddenly took a steep dive, her wings tucked tightly to her sides.

Aranon made the split second decision of following her, and plunged into a heavy sea of fog. Sea stacks appeared out of nowhere, and the only thing that kept him alive was his lightning reflexes and the cobalt form of Sorcha that was barely visible through the fog in front of him. He fumbled with the limp form of the sheep he held, digging his talons into the matted wool to keep his grip on the sheep.

"This way, Aranon!" Sorcha called, motioning him forward with a flick of her head, then she darted upwards, flying towards what the fog had revealed. A jagged mountain that was silhouetted against the grey sky.

The Night Fury flared his wings, then pumped them frantically to reach the narrow tunnel entrance into the mountain. He hesitated; he didn't want to go into the tunnel. Night Furies liked the open space, that's why they nested on the mountain, not in caves.

He held his breath, then plunged into the cave behind Sorcha.

Aranon felt like he was being suffocated. He could hardly fly in the confined tunnel, his wingtips scraped the rock.

Suddenly, the tunnel expanded into the cave, which was so huge it looked like the mountain had been hollowed out to a shell. The ledges and twisting spires were bathed in a blood red light roiled in a mist that had sunk to the bottom of the cave.

The dragons ahead of Aranon swooped over the red mist, dropping their kill into the mist. Aranon growled in disgust, if they were dropping food down to where the Queen nested, wouldn't the animals become damaged, and therefore, uneatable?

There was a deep bellow from the pit, jarring Aranon's flight. That must be the Queen, and, in answer to his earlier question, he didn't think the food even reached the ground before it was snapped up. The Queen must be enormous to make that loud of a roar.

He dropped his sheep into the mist, then peeled off to the side, following Sorcha, to avoid collision with other dragons entering the cave.

Aranon alighted on a broad ledge that was backed with a precipice; pillars of rock that spiraled in an arch towards the back wall blocked him from sight of whatever was residing in the pit. Sorcha was on the ledge also, her long blue tail curled around her. There was also a Deadly Nadder on the ledge also; he was light gold with a beige underbelly.

A puffy scar ran diagonally across his throat, running from his jaw all the way to his keel, the scales around it were embedded in his flesh, like they had grown back wrong, and the scar, which was thicker than Aranon's talon, had no scales at all.

The Nadder growled at Aranon and Sorcha rebuked him. "Cut that out, Tyon, Aranon's a friend." The Nadder, apparently named Tyon, quit growling, but he didn't stop giving Aranon a yellow eyed glare. Sorcha lifted her head, "Tyon had his throat cut by a Viking few years back, he caint speak no more." She nudged Tyon with her tail, "Be nice. He's one o' us now."

Tyon grunted, then lay down under an overhang, his tail spikes puffed out in a defensive gesture, his body language was clear – he did not wish to be friends. Aranon nodded ruefully in acknowledgement, then he lay down by Sorcha, his ears pricked and his body ridged even though he tried to relax.

The Queen roared again, shaking the walls loose of rocks that skittered over the dragons' protective wings. Aranon's heart skipped a beat, then started to thump like he had flown around the world at top speed. Other dragons tittered and shuffled uncomfortably, shrinking back from the red mist and against the walls.

This was going to be a long night.

* * *

><p><strong>I've decided that I'm going to post a new chapter every Monday, if I don't then I will try posting it any other time of the week, but ultimately Monday.<strong>


	3. Like Ice on a Fast Flowing River

**In response to the request for longer chapters, I shall do my best, it's a natural tendency to make short chapters. I'm sorry for that. **

** Also, I just couldn't wait to upload this chapter because we get to meet one of my favourite (so far) characters. Please tell me if my writing is too choppy or anything – nobody I know knows how to revise well without be stupid about it.**

** Yours in demigodishness, OceanRift.**

* * *

><p>Aranon's sleep had been, quite admittedly, awful, the rock he had slept on wasn't comfortable no matter what way he lay. Frustrated, he stood up. The Night Fury stretched, his teeth still sheathed in his gums from his sleep, then quickly straightened and shot his teeth out when he saw Tyon watching him with a beady yellow eye.<p>

Weakness wouldn't be tolerated in this hellhole. "What are you looking at?" Aranon snapped, baring his sharp white teeth.

Tyon only rumbled in response, a dark, brooding noise.

Sorcha woke; she regarded the two males with drooped eyelids, not bothering to lift her head from the ground. "How'd you sleep?" she asked Aranon.

"It was awful," the Night Fury admitted, walking over to the border of the ledge. He felt weak from the flight to the island and not eating anything the night before, fishing would be a good option. "I'm going out." Aranon lifted his wings, black silhouetted against the red mist in a stark contrast.

Tyon gurgled, more urgent than brooding, his crown of spikes erect in fright. Sorcha leapt up – extremely fast for a dragon who had just woken up – and pinned down Aranon's wings. The Night Fury screeched, angrily batting her away with his tail. "What are you doing?" He growled.

Sorcha knocked him over with her wing in retaliation, "We ain't allowed flying out of the nest till the Queen say we can! She'll eat 'cha if you try going out!"

Aranon's teeth shot up into his gums in surprise at Sorcha's sudden anger, "Oh."

An uncomfortable silence enveloped their ledge, like a bubble muffled any sound that come from beyond it. Aranon's mind scrambled for another thing to speak about other things. Luckily for him, a Grapple Grounder landed on the ledge. It was a female; her body was a midnight blue with blocked gold bands. "A Night Fury," She breathed, she had a rich foreign accent.

The thing about Grapple Grounders, they're extremely rare, living few and far between, and Aranon had never really seen one before, only heard of them. She was much like the stories described them as – a long, ropy body similar in length to a Scauldron, with a head similar to that of a Zippleback, but much less of an under bite, and more pointed. She had four blunted horns that joined her head to the neck and four legs similar to that of a Night Fury's, and her tail was long and whip-like.

Tyon rumbled again, standing up and moving away from the three other dragons in an obvious wish to be alone.

Sorcha rolled her eyes at the Nadder, then turned her head back to the Grapple Grounder, "What'cha' like, hon?"

"I heard rumors that a Night Fury had come to the nest, and I wanted to know if it was true or not." She cast Aranon an admiring glance, "I'm Celine. It's been a long time since a Night Fury has come to our nest."

"It's not surprising, a Night Fury would only leave the Crescent Isle if they have no choice, especially not to this place." Aranon only realized what he had said after it had left his mouth, his eyes widened in embarrassment.

Celine bobbed her head indifferently. "Neither would any other dragon," She agreed.

Sorcha eyed him, "then why did you?"

"I had to leave my home and come to this island because I was sent," He said, "the reason is one I shall keep to myself."

"Have you come to kill the Queen?" Celine inquired meekly.

"What?" Aranon asked, taken aback by how the Grounder knew that.

"All the other Night Furies that have been here have claimed that they came to kill the Queen, but none of them succeeded," Celine said, then she added something very quietly, something about them not all leaving in the end.

Aranon thought about that for a moment, he was the first Night Fury to leave the island for a long time; it was possible she was speaking about the Children of Lightning that nested farther to the south.

Celine continued, "Each time they come, they raise all of our hopes, and when they fail, those hopes crash down on our heads."

Sorcha eyed him, "You haven't come to try to kill her, 'ave you?" Her voice was cracked, she wounded like her hope was thinner than ice on a fast flowing river.

The sound of the Nightmare's voice tore at his heart; he couldn't give them false hope.

"No. I have not come for that reason."

Aranon did something that he had never done before in his life – he told a lie.

* * *

><p>Aranon was flying wingtip to wingtip with Sorcha over the clouds, Celine above them. The Queen had bellowed, at that point, Sorcha said they were able to go and hunt for themselves. All the dragons seemed to be taking advantage of the reprieve from the Nest – including the small dragons that he had noticed upon flying in.<p>

He took his opportunity to ask Sorcha, "What is that?" he asked, tilting his head towards the tiny dragon that flew port to him.

Sorcha twisted her head to look, "That be a Terrible Terror, not good for much, being so small an' all. We keep 'em 'round for entertainment." The Terrible Terror licked its eyeball and made a ditzy, twittering noise like a bird as if to prove Sorcha's point, "You've never seen one?"

Aranon shook his head, watching the Terror flap lazily towards a small island. "No – dragons other than Night Furies usually get blown in to our island by accident because of massive storms; those little ones wouldn't be able to live through those."

Sorcha grunted in agreement, then suddenly dropped towards an Island that they were approaching. The Night Fury tightened his wings towards his body, following Sorcha's steep descent. The Monstrous Nightmare waited until the last minute to flare her wings open, drifting down to the Island. Celine and Aranon followed suit, softly alighting on the warm rock.

"Sunstone Island," Celine offered to Aranon, "very nice beaches and –"

"Boar!" Sorcha roared, taking off again in pursuit of a hairy looking thing that passed in her line of sight. Celine whooped, taking off after the Nightmare with a flick of her tail.

Aranon felt like he had no choice but to follow them, so he lifted off the ground, then jetted after them through the trees.

Sorcha's eyes were alight with excitement as she flew over the trees in hunt of the creature she called a 'boar', "Stay out of my way, pretty dragon, this one's mine!" Sorcha called to Celine, who was flying beside her.

Celine chirred raucously, taking teasing dives at their prey. She began to sing between her laughs:

_"Hello there, pretty star-" _Thump. Sorcha had cuffed the Grapple Grounder over the head, which made the dragon even more determined to continue her raucous song – _"Hey there, pretty moon! I got a boar, a hare, a fish to share! Caught by yours truly, to be shared dually!"_ She swooped down again, cutting the boar on the back with a razor sharp talon.

The animal squealed, swerving away from the path.

Sorcha swore angrily, then flew closer to the ground, chasing the boar. "Stop it, Celine! I mean it!" She didn't seem to be in a playful mood, so Celine silenced herself and focused more on the hunt.

Aranon hung around the back – he had never hunted on land before, Night Furies only ever ate fish and the occasional crab.

Celine followed Sorcha into the trees, her long body easily weaving around the trunks like a river – mesmerising as Arvendole's Fire. She shot a plasma blast beside the boar, driving it towards Sorcha, who herded it into a log with a pump of her wings. Aranon was shocked; he thought that Night Furies were the only dragons that could shoot plasma blasts. Celine looked back at him; a chirr escaped her throat when she saw his bemused expression. "I only use that when I'm being a Stulte*," she whispered to Aranon when they landed, "it's a pain to make, and it makes my throat itchy."

Sorcha blocked one end of the log with her thick wing, moving her head by the other end to eye the boar, now trapped in the hollowed log. "Me head's too big, Celine, you want to give 'em a go?"

"I'll chase him out." She said giddily, moving around to where Sorcha's wing blocked the entrance, "Be ready, he's a fast bugger." She manoeuvred her head under Sorcha's cobalt wing, Aranon could see the log illuminate when she blew a jet of flame.

Sorcha was ready for the squealing boar to hightail out of the log, and with a swift movement of her head, Sorcha snapped up the boar and broke its back, silencing it forever.

* * *

><p>They lay on the beach, their bodies half-buried in the scorching sand, their tails dipping in the water. Celine and Sorcha picked at the boar, while Aranon swallowed his fishes that he had caught whole.<p>

"Celine, how did you get to be on Dragon Island?" Aranon asked, genuinely interested.

She tore a strip of meat from the boar's hindquarters, swallowing it whole. "I'm originally from across the mainland, in a place the humans call India. I left in search of a reprieve of the corrupted council that ruled my colony – not a very good trade I made, huh?" She snorted. "I would leave, but where would I go? I can't exactly go back to my home."

Sorcha grunted, pushing the rest of the boar towards Celine, who pounced on it eagerly. "That's what's keeping us all from leaving, or even rebelling," she said, "The Queen knows it too, and she's the only one who knows how to control the Smouldering Smokebreaths that make the fog around the Nest. Without them, the Vikings would find our nest for sure."

Aranon knew this was his chance to find things out. "These Vikings, you don't take them seriously, do you? I mean," he chirred, "they can hardly be a problem for a nest of this size, even if they made it past the Smokebreaths."

Celine buried herself deeper into the sand, her belly now full of red meat, "Not exactly. They constantly send boats out to find us, we always burn them up, and they hardly ever make it back to port. And they, gods bless their souls, refuse to leave their islands, providing us with easy food for the Queen."

"Hence last night's raid," Sorcha said in response to Aranon's look of confusion, "Those sheep were from the village, along with a few yaks."

"And they don't leave?" Aranon asked, incredulous.

"Nope!" Celine cackled, "Their skulls are thicker than a Gronkle's!"

* * *

><p>The following days were a blur of routine. Wake up, hunt, stay away from the Nest as long as possible, go back, sleep, repeat. And all too soon, the Queen's rumblings could not be ignored, she was hungry, and she expected them to go out and find her food.<p>

It was Aranon's first raid, and honestly, he didn't want to go.

He stood apprehensively at the rim of their ledge, Celine and Sorcha hung towards the back, trying to coax Tyon out from his corner. The old Nadder hadn't left the Nest in the entire time Aranon had been there, and had refused the scraps of food they brought back for him. Naturally, the dragons who shared the ledge with him were concerned.

Tyon hissed at the Monstrous Nightmare and the Grapple Grounder, his meaning clear as always – he would rather starve than leave the Nest for another raid.

"Leave him," Aranon said to the two females, "if he doesn't want to come, that's fine, just make sure he's out of sight."

The Queen bellowed again, demanding food.

Sorcha cast a regretful glance at her friend, as if already mourning his death, then beat her vast wings and carried herself off the ledge. Aranon and Celine followed suit, squeezing through the narrow cave entrance after the Nightmare.

Aranon hated this part of the Nest more than any other, only just more than the red mist. He could barely unfurl his wings, and him being a medium sized dragon, he could hardly imagine how the larger dragons felt.

Finally they burst into the cold night air, a horde of colours amassing outside of the Nest, leaving in swarms of dozens. Aranon and his companions were swept away with a group of younger dragons, all cavorting and wasting valuable energy on their flirting and acrobatics. The fresh air was intoxicating for them.

Aranon realized that had he been on the Crescent Isle with his friends and was thinking less sparingly about food, he would have been doing the same thing.

They flew high above the sea stacks and over the clouds, where nothing separated them from the stars and the moon. The thought made his heart ache, like it was being pulled apart by the small talons of Terrible Terrors. _I will be back home soon, Tempest, I promise._

Sorcha flew up from under Aranon and Celine, gliding beneath them comfortably, "Three simple rules to remember on the raid, Aranon: One, only stay in one place long enough to get food, Two, if you ain't stealing food, yous be causing distractions for the humans, Three –"

"Don't let the Vikings capture you," Celine said gravely, "and four: if a dragon is captured, we never, _ever_, help them. You fly as fast as the wind will carry you back to the nest."

Aranon swallowed, that sounded like a very serious rule, and he doubted any of the dragons from the Nest would break it. "What happens if I do get captured?"

"They put you in an arena and kill you while the rest of their village is watching. It be awful to know that some dragon you know is dying," Sorcha replied, her voice tight.

Aranon was silenced, mulling over how if humans were capable of such cruelty here, why not the Crescent Isle? He shuddered at the thought.

"Hey," Celine nudged his tail with hers, "stick with me tonight, okay? I'll show you what to do. Darker dragons always go in the background anyways, destroy catapults and such while the flashy dragons are doing their work."

The Night Fury nodded mutely.

"Don't worry!" Celine moaned, stretching out he words, "We'll be in, and we'll be out, best case scenario, we won't even be seen!" Aranon didn't even bother asking what the worst case scenario was.

The younger dragons disappeared into the clouds, their earlier carousing resigned into a tense quiet. Sorcha nodded to Celine and Aranon, and they, too, dove through the clouds and over the water.

Ahead of them, half shrouded in sea stacks was a large island. Two tree covered sea stacks that bent over and met at the top, one continuing to become a tiered mountain. On the bottom tiers of the island, dozens of lights glittered, torches, leading down in a single line towards a dock, which wrapped under an overhang of the village and over the water.

Celine flew closer to the water, her body blending with the dark waves save for her golden bands, which, close to the water, resembled leaping gold fish. "This is Berk."

* * *

><p><strong>Okay, I would post a picture of a Grapple Grounder for your reference, but I can't do that – so here's a link to the wikia.<strong>

** wiki/Grapple_Grounder**

***Stulte – the Latin word for 'fool' (I'm using Latin because Norse translations have too many accents and I'm lazy, deal with it).**


	4. Nightmare and Nightmares

Aranon could honestly say only two or three sheep where stolen before things took a turn for the worse.

"Dragons!" was the indication that the first pack of dragons had been sighted by the Vikings.

From there, everything disintegrated rather quickly. Aranon mentally cursed Celine, who was now out of sight, '_We'll be in, and we'll be out!' _He mocked her statement. Dragons criss-crossed over the village, picking up sheep hastily and flying away, trying to avoid the flaming cauldrons that the Vikings had raised so they could see them. The raid was noisy, a constant roar of sound constantly assaulted Aranon's ears: roars, growls, yells, explosions, and the ring of the Viking's weapons connecting with horns and talons. He could hardly hear himself think over the din.

Many dragons and set fire to the houses. They were called collectively 'Stultes' by the rest of the Nest, they were the dragons that usually pulled off stupid stunts back at Dragon Island, and probably couldn't resist being idiots during a raid either. Nadders shot spines, Gronkles bellowed, Zipplebacks combusted houses, and the Nightmares did what they did best, setting things on fire. Already, half the Viking village was on fire, Aranon could see the Viking pups attempting to fight the flames with buckets of water, but they could hardly stop the inferno.

A Monstrous Nightmare Stulte was climbing a pyre that was topped with one of the Viking's catapults, his body alight. All around him, the wooden planks were combusting, burning to a crisp, then falling to the ocean. The Vikings who were manning the catapult were shouting indiscriminate curses at the Nightmare, who chirred and continued his agonizingly slow crawl towards them. He reached the top, chirring uncontrollably at the humans who scurried around on the flaming pyre, trying to put out his flames.

Aranon couldn't stand seeing that the Nightmare was having so much fun with the humans. He had promised Celine and Sorcha that he'd stay out of the searchlight, but the Stulte was getting on his nerves. Aranon knew that he was nothing but a blur to the Vikings, a shadow against the stars.

He prepared his shot in his throat, a whistling noise the only thing giving him away; warning the humans and the Stulte Nightmare, then released the blue plasma blast. The Nightmare had peeled off the tower, chortling at the humans. Aranon streaked over the tower as it exploded, a blue ring from the explosion shot outwards away from the initial orb of blue fire like a ripple of water.

"Jump!" the Vikings screamed, leaping into the ocean and resurfacing, only to be pushed down again by the falling pyre, the catapult atop it landed on some men unlucky enough to be in its way. Aranon winced.

The Nightmare Stulte came up from behind Aranon, "That was amazing! I've never seen anything like that in my entire life!" He cackled, "You sure did give those Vikings a scare!"

Aranon managed a smile, though on the inside, he was tearing the Nightmare limb from wing. "I try."

"Say," the Nightmare rose higher, barely dodging a boulder that had been hurled at him, "You're that Night Fury everyone's talking about! Arrow, right?"

Aranon had no idea how the Nightmare could be so casual during the raid, but he tried to play it cool. "Aranon," The Night Fury replied, "If you don't mind, I need to go find my friends."

The other dragon shrugged off the brisk dismissal, "Stay foolish!" The Nightmare chirred as he flew off. Aranon swiftly did the same, but in the other direction. He skirted around the village, searching for weak points in their defence. All he needed was one sheep. One sheep was his only chance of staying alive in the Nest.

Aranon realized that the raid was starting to take a more violent turn. All of the more peaceable dragons had left with their kill, so only Stulte were left, along with other dragons who were enjoying their ability to move around the Viking village without being challenged, so they stole as many unguarded sheep as they could. A male Gronkle zipped past Aranon, a Viking man clinging to his face and hammering on the Gronkle's tough hide with a war hammer; the two of them went down into the sea when the Viking's weight became too much for the Gronkle to handle.

There was a distant roar of a dragon, and the yelling of the Vikings rang in Aranon's ear holes.

Aranon landed quietly on a rooftop, he was as invisible to the humans as a shadow in the dark. He crept forward, trying to get a good look at the inside one of their structures. He was curious about the humans, though he was not sure why.

Inside this particular building, a rough looking man was doling out weapons and receiving bent ones from other Vikings over a counter. He had a hook for a hand and a strange looking growth of hair on his upper lip, long and knotted, "No time to be choosy!" he yelled at the other men and women, tossing them axes and swords. "Hiccup! Hurry up with that sword!"

"Coming, Gobber!" a small voice yelped in reply, it belonged to an auburn haired pup with pitifully small muscles. The pup dashed up to the counter and handed the sword he was carrying to the older Viking. Aranon was perplexed by this pup. He was much too small to be a Viking, yet he spoke their language and worked in their weapon-making-structure.

"Aranon!" The Night Fury turned, Celine was speeding towards him, her eyes wide in fear, she landed on the rooftop next to him. "Aranon, they have Sorcha!"

"What?" Aranon asked, startled. "Tell me everything."

"She and I, we were on the far edge of the village," Celine said quickly, "The Vikings ambushed us and took down Sorcha. Both of us were out of shots and we couldn't get away. She gave me only enough clearance to get away, I tried to help her, but there were too many humans."

Aranon's ear flicked up, he heard a slight noise. His eyes shot downwards and he saw a human. It was the pup, the auburn haired male from the weapon-making-structure, standing between the buildings, looking up in awe of the two rarest dragons in the archipelago. He held a small dagger in his hand; Aranon couldn't help but admire the boy's bravery, no matter how foolish. But as Aranon looked closer, he realized that the pup couldn't see him, only the Grapple Grounder. "Celine," he whispered, "below you."

She screeched in astonishment, then flared her wings to make her escape. The pup stumbled as the wind blew him backwards into the house Aranon was perched on, cursing loudly.

While the pup was distracted, Aranon took off after Celine. But once he was in the air and over the sea, he had lost sight of the Grapple Grounder.

"Celine!" He roared, "Celine!"

"I'm here!" The Grounder responded, seemingly melting out of the ocean below him, she sounded shaken.

He glided closer to her, "Celine, are you alright?"

"No!" she keened in response, "Sorcha's been caught, and it's all my fault," The Grapple Grounder hardly held a steady course, dipping and rolling over the waves, "She's going to die because of me!"

"Stop that!" Aranon barked, cuffing her over the head with his wing. "Sorcha is strong. She'll find a way out." _I hope._ He thought silently to himself.

They flew silently back to the Nest, catching large fish in place of the livestock they failed to catch in the village. The tuna wriggled for only a few seconds, gasping for air with blank eyes, before Aranon put it out of its misery.

They were the last dragons back to the Nest, so the Queen wasn't too impatient with them – she greeted them with a roar and an open mouth. Each pale eye following his progress and each bloodied tooth made Aranon want to rip them out of their sockets. The teeth and eyes.

* * *

><p>The horrible dreams had been coming for the past few days, each one worse than the last. Tonight's was considerably the worst.<p>

_ Aranon floated above the ocean; his large black wings pocketed the buffeting winds that flew up from the surf. It was a perfect morning, the sun rose red over the Crescent Isle's rocky horizon, bathing the black pebble beach and forest in an orange light that streamed around the mountains._

_ To his left, other Night Furies dove headfirst into the waves to retrieve fish from the thrashing sea for their pups, and to his right, other dragon species were trying to copy the acrobatic children of lightning – Monstrous Nightmares, Deadly Nadders, even a few Gronkles were trying to replicate the perfect fishing of the Night Furies._

****_The sky quickly but steadily became crimson instead of the blue of day, and he seemed to be the only dragon to notice. All the others continued with their fishing. Tempest flew up behind him, "You finally decided to come back," she said "I was beginning to worry that you wouldn't make it in time."_

_ Torok flew up also, a malicious look chiseled onto his face. "Don't listen to her – We're all dead because of you. You didn't come back fast enough. All dead –" Torok shivered. Suddenly, his body began to shake uncontrollably, his flesh melted off his bones until only a skeleton remained. The bones rattled as they struggled to keep flying in the shape of a Night Fury, but they slowly sunk downwards, away from Aranon._

_ Aranon looked down in fear, all the dragons, Gronkles, Nightmares, Nadders – were skeletons. They moaned, "dead. dead. dead." _

_ Tempest was the only other living dragon, "Aranon, is it true?"_

_ "It is true!" _Another living voice conjured itself into Aranon's dream, _Sorcha flew amongst the flying skeletons, joining the Tempest and Aranon. She was pumping her wings heavily against the Viking net that stretched over them, unable to shake it off. "You didn't come back for me, Aranon, you could have saved me if only you had turned back."_

_ "I couldn't!"_

_ Suddenly, skeleton dragons rose up and clamped their fleshless jaws onto the legs of both females, dragging them down. "Tempest! Sorcha!" Aranon cried desperately. He beat his wings, but was unable to move towards them._

_ Another character entered his dream, Celine, her midnight blue body twisted like a coiled vine against the blood-red sky. "Choose Aranon. Who will you save?"_

_ "Both!" Aranon cried, straining his wings desperately. _

_ Celine hissed, "You cannot save one without losing the other! It's them or us. Choose!"_

_ Aranon didn't want to respond. He only had two choices, only one of which he could choose – the Night Furies or all the other dragons of the Barbaric Archipelago. He could go back home and take his people away with the threat of them being killed by the Queen or he could stay and hopefully kill the Queen and take the Island for his people, but by then it would be too late._

_ Skeletal talons clawed at his legs, dragging him down. Down into the water._

* * *

><p>Aranon woke with a start. His heart beat fast and his breathing was shallow. His eyes were wide from fright. Celine lay close to him, her breathing rhythmic. She had slept beside him that night instead of going back to the ledge that was home to two other dragons, they had no sympathy for her and had pushed her from their ledge when she keened for Sorcha.<p>

Tyon was growling in the corner to himself, the gold Nadder ever moody. The Night Fury assumed he was angry with him for not bringing Sorcha back with them, and he had secluded himself even more from the other dragons– a feat Aranon had not thought possible. The Nadder was now almost completely hidden himself from sight.

Below them in the pit, Aranon could see the Smouldering Smokebreaths flying, spreading their wretched smoke around the mist to shroud the Queen from the view of the other dragons. After last night's raid, the mist that surrounded her had been diminished from the amount of animal carcasses that had been dropped in.

The Smokebreaths did everything the Queen couldn't do for herself, other than getting food, which was for bigger dragons, but they patrolled the island, carried messages, and provided information on dragons that participated in raids.

Aranon shifted his wing over Celine, who was feeling dreadfully cold for a dragon inside a volcano mountain. The Grapple Grounder shivered, her face contorting in pain. She was having a bad dream like he had; Aranon could only imagine what it was about.

The Queen bellowed from the pit, she was obviously unhappy about something. _Probably is too fat to move herself._ Aranon thought maliciously, hoping that no dragon would make a move to aid her. Celine muttered in her sleep in a language Aranon didn't understand. "_Hahim. Mujhe ghara calro." _She shifted out from under his wing. Celine tensed as if expecting something to hit her – then whimpered. Aranon couldn't stand to see her in the clutches of her dream anymore – he nudged her awake. Her head shot up, "_Nukasana_?"

"It's just me, Celine." Aranon leaned back from the startled Grounder.

Celine relaxed, "Thank-you for waking me." She muttered to herself in the foreign language again. Aranon watched her warily, remembering her role in his dream. He shook the thought when an acid yellow Terrible Terror ambled across his path. The little dragon lazily wandered past him, humming out of tune as if he had eaten too much dragonnip – if any dragonnip grew on Dragon Island.

Aranon hooked the Terror's tail with his talon, "What are you so happy about?" The Night Fury asked in a disgusted tone. The Terrible Terror just hung upside down from his tail with his pink tongue lolling out the side of his mouth, his eyes staring vacantly like balls of coloured glass. The small dragon was unexpectedly heavy. "You've stuffed yourself at the raid," Aranon spat, dropping the Terror on its head, it didn't seem to mind, it just kept on ambling along. "You're lucky. The Queen won't eat you because you wouldn't make a bite's worth."

Celine purred, then pushed the Terror on its way with her foreleg gently. "Aranon," she said sadly, "Back where I come from, we all believe that all life is sacred."

Aranon's ear twitched in bemusement.

The Grounder continued, "We also believe in a thing called karma. What goes around comes around."

"So you think I'm going to get shot out of the sky by Vikings for dropping that Terrible Terror on its head." Aranon said flatly.

"No," Celine said softly, casting her gaze to the red pit. "I'm saying that I think the Queen will pay dearly for letting Sorcha be caught." Her expression hardened. "We're not the only discontent ones here, Aranon. The dragons here are willing to fight, but they need a leader."

Aranon looked around to see if anybody was listening, the only one who might hear would be Tyon, but he wouldn't exactly spread rumors. "Are you suggesting that I lead a revolt against the Queen?"

Celine looked dead him in the eyes, "That is exactly what I'm asking you to do."

* * *

><p>"I had no idea that when I refused to lead a revolt you would try to feed me to a grumpy old dragon." Aranon said irritably.<p>

"Just talk to him! It will be _fine_, it's not like he'll eat you." Celine nudged him forward, "I did mention before that not all of the Night Furies had left."

"Very quietly! I hardly caught it!" Aranon snapped back. He looked into the cave. It was a small entrance, just big enough for a Night Fury, which had been dug into the inner wall of the Nest, located the farthest possible from the pit.

Aranon gave up his struggle against the she-dragon and moved towards the entrance of the cave. It was dark and dry inside, Aranon found himself sucking the roof of his mouth for moisture. "Hello?" He whispered into the dark.

"Who is it?" a voice snapped angrily, "If it's one of those insolent pups, so help me I'll-" A dark shadow slammed Aranon into the wall. Aranon struggled to see through the black spots that danced across his vision, he blinked them away. It was an incredibly old child of lightning pinning him down. His ears were greyed around the edges; white teeth were filed down to dull points.

"I'd appreciate it if you didn't kill me, _Sciens_*." Aranon said dryly to the elder dragon, "I like my innards intact."

The old Night Fury leapt off of Aranon in astonishment. "Another Night Fury," He breathed, seemingly not believing his eyes.

"That does appear to be what I am, yes." Aranon replied, rolling off his back into a standing position.

The older Night Fury muttered to himself, "Then it is almost time."

Aranon cocked his head to the side, "Time for what?"

"I am old – very old." The child of lightning said to Aranon, "If you're here, that means it is time for me to join the gods." Aranon realized that this Night Fury had been away for a very long time from any others of his kind, no one believed in ascending to Valhalla after death anymore.

"What are you talking about?" Aranon asked, knowing that the elder wouldn't give him a straight answer.

"There must always be one Night Fury on Dragon Island. _Always_." The elder shook his head, "_In spe melioris venturi_."

=0=

** (In case you weren't paying attention) Celine is originally from India, so her native tongue is Hindi. I'm not an expert on the language and I always use the phonetics when dealing with foreign languages.**

*** ****_Sciens_**** – knower, (once again, Latin) an honorific title reserved for elderly Night Furies**


	5. Of an Older Promise

"In order to understand the future, you must understand the past," the elder said. "Long ago, there was–"

"How does this have to do with anything?" Aranon asked, sounding like a whining pup.

The elder shot him a scathing look, "Shut up, I'm talking." He took a deep breath, then paused – "are you going to interrupt?" Aranon shook his head, "Good." The old dragon started again. "Long ago, there was a union between dragons and humans. The humans would ride the dragons' backs, and the dragons willingly let them."

Aranon bit his tongue from saying anything.

* * *

><p>"All dragons were included in this pact of peace, as where the humans of this region. But dark times fell on this land and seas of that pact – as they always seem to – and much fighting broke out.<p>

"A Viking male with an overgrown ego had dubbed himself the 'Dragon Lord', and he had a single course way of thinking – that only the strong should be able to ride dragons. Humans and dragons started to disappear. It was every dragon and rider for themselves. Assassinations, skirmishes, ambushes on the innocent – it was a right mess." The _Sciens _shook his head sadly, as if he had been a witness to the tragedy. "Bezerker ships were pulled to battle by their Skrills, Bog Bandit Smouldering Smokebreaths stole weapons from enemies before battles, and sadly, Night Furies would kill in the dark for their riders. Any rider who was not deemed fit for their dragon's stature was in danger.

"A young human girl, by the name of Alainne, and her companion Night Fury, whose name was Leathan, were an example of those in danger.

"Alainne was a weak girl, a wretched, unbeatable disease ate through her body, but Leathan was one of the fittest males for leagues. They were inseparable, as the story goes, and Leathan, no matter what he tried, couldn't keep his rider alive, even though they stayed hidden from the self-proclaimed Dragon Lord.

"Alainne died," the _Sciens_ continued, "and Leathan became distraught. Her death brought about a change in his mind that caused him to become insane, no reason could penetrate his mental barrier of grief.

"Leathan flew across the seas, destroying every human village he came across – wreaking more destruction that fifty other dragons could – until he reached the home of the Dragon Lord. The sickness of insanity had eaten through his mind so far that he demanded to duel the self-proclaimed leader and his dragon companion, Sequiter – a true prince among dragons.

"They say they dueled for a full moon cycle until finally, the Dragon Lord was killed by the Child of Lightning. Sequiter, still covered in his rider's blood, decreed that all bonding with humans was forbidden and the pact be broken – being a prince he was able to say this with power – his wishes were obeyed and all dragons withdrew from their bonds, acknowledging that their presence in the war was harming their riders. In agreement with Leathan, Sequiter forced the Night Furies to swear that they would, at any cost, be the ones to resurrect the pact when the time was right."

* * *

><p>" <em>In spe melioris venturi.<em> In the hope for a better future." He translated.

Aranon couldn't help but ask anymore: "What does this have to do with me?"

"I am old, and I am no longer able to do the task which has been set out for Night Furies by Leathan and Sequiter. You must continue for me, as I did for my predecessor. That is why you have come, is it not?"

Aranon backed away from the elder. "That isn't why I came here! I came to kill the Queen, not _bond_ with a human! After I do what I came here for, I'm leaving to retrieve my colony and bring them here. But I will _never_ stoop to bonding with a human."

The _Sciens_ gave him a penetrating glare, like he was trying to drill into the back of Aranon's mind. "You can't kill the Queen on your own. You will need help. You'd be a Stulte to think that you could do this on your own!"

"I am no fool," Aranon growled at the elder. "And I am a Child of Lightning, I'm pretty sure I can handle myself against the Queen, I just need to find her moment of weakness."

The elder shook his head as Aranon turned his back to him. "You don't know how wrong you are. I've lived here for half a century and I have never seen a moment of weakness between the Smokebreaths and the Queen."

"I'll find it. I have too." Aranon said over his shoulder, then exited the cave. The Night Fury elder sorrowed, knowing that this one would never live long in the Nest.

* * *

><p>They were on another raid; the Queen had hungered quickly after the last pitiful haul, so everybody had hightailed it out of the Nest except a select few that were injured from the last raid. But dragons like Tyon and the elder Night Fury didn't even bother to leave their ledges or caves.<p>

Aranon flew over the ocean, the cool early morning breeze pushing him up from the water. Beside him, Celine wavered in flight; her breathing was coming short and uneven, her mind probably racing over what had happened to Sorcha. He decided that he couldn't let the same thing happen to his other friend. "Celine," Aranon addressed the Grapple Grounder softly, "I think you should keep to the back tonight – stay out of the light."

Celine looked to him in astonishment, "You know I can't do that."

"I need you out on the edge with me," He made up an excuse, hoping it would keep her away from the fight.

The Grapple Grounder gave him a piercing look, "I know what you're trying to do, and it's not going to work. I'm going into this fight – I'm going to avenge Sorcha." That was the last thing Aranon wanted to hear, but he knew he couldn't sway her.

"Do what you must, but for the love of the forgotten gods, _be careful_." He worried for her – her wings were still quivering while she flew, whether with anger or fatigue, he didn't know.

No young dragons cavorted or flirted, no one made a noise other than the gentle whistling and quiet _thuds_ of their wing strokes, all energy was being saved for the raid. If they didn't make it back with enough food – the Smokebreaths had demonstrated on a Gronkle, who was now no longer alive.

The Nightmare Stulte from the last raid flew up beside Celine, "I was talking to Gort, and he says the Queen says you have to make the first strike shot." Gort was one of the Smokebreaths who watched over the raids for the Queen.

Sorcha had explained this to him, it was supposed to be a huge honour, making the first burst of fire against the humans, that the Queen 'bestowed' on a dragon of her choosing that she thought had done an impressive job at the last raid, that or she wanted that dragon killed by the Vikings.

But no dragon wanted to anger the Queen, he knew what would happen if she didn't do the first strike, she wouldn't live very long once she was in the Nest. "I couldn't imagine having it any other way," she seemingly pushed out her throat; it looked like she was choking on bile.

The lights of Berk came into view through the fog, lanterns winking at Aranon like fireflies through the haze. Dragons had already flown into the village to try getting food before things got messy, and they had already returned, holding limp sheep and the occasional fish rack in their mouths or talons.

They must have been too loud about it because the Vikings seemed to have woken up. Shouts erupted from them as they poured out of their structures like bees from a hive, hefting their weapons.

They never ceased to amaze Aranon with how fast they would race out to fight, like they slept with their weapons. They probably did. With a sickened look, he watched Celine shot a plasma blast at the giant sculptures of Vikings with fire in their mouths. The purple fire exploded against the statue, and the sound was deafening.

There was to be no subtly after that shot.

* * *

><p>The dragons beside him surged forward after her plasma blast's path, all competeing in the race to be the first to the village, the Nightmare whooping with the other Stulte. But through the din of the dragons' noise, Aranon could hear the hollers of the Vikings, all shouting for the thrill of battle.<p>

A Nightmare set fire the grass while a Nadder snatched a sheep. A Gronkle flew past, carrying a Viking on his face, the human stubbornly hitting him in the face – Aranon swore they were the same pair from the last raid.

The Vikings shouted orders to each other, running back and forth like ants whose nest had been stepped on. A Viking ran towards the south of the village, his beard smouldering from the fire of a Nadder who had flown over. He knocked down one of their own pups, growling, and then ran off again. _The antics of humans will be forever strange to me. _Aranon mused as he flew farther away from the raid.

The Stulte, though, were having a great time. They swooped around the rising fire cauldrons, chirring and shooting their fire over the structures.

The Vikings were getting smarter. They were carrying some of their sheep with them to their lower defenses and manning their catapults, tricky.

When he wheeled away from that scene he saw Celine disappear behind a structure then blasted it with her white hot fire, the hit a white version of Aranon's plasma explosion. Aranon saw the pups he was looking for, the ones who were active in the last raid, and there they were, running away from Celine's blast.

Near him, a Gronkle went down, wrapped in bolas. Her face was pure terror.

He continued circling the raid, following with his eyes the Nadders, who were snatching sheep from their confused herds with ease. Gronkles, ripping away fish racks and being – well – Gronkles. The Zipplebacks, filling houses with their gases then igniting it. If you forgot that they were all enslaved by the Queen, it would've been enjoyable to watch.

Aranon found the pyre from the last raid, still sitting by their harbour, which the Vikings had reconstructed within the five days that they hadn't raided Berk. Once again, a Nightmare was climbing up the tower, setting everything in his reach on fire, but it was a different Nightmare than last time, not a Stulte.

The leader of the village stood above him on the pyre's platform, watching the Nightmare's progress. The leader was a burly human, with a surplus of red hair growing on his face. The man scowled at the Nightmare's progress. He hit the Nightmare in the face. Twice. Which Aranon could say made the dragon quite unhappy, because he snapped back at the man savagely.

_Stupid Nightmare, just let us do our jobs. _Aranon thought, building up his plasma blast in his belly. The shrill scream from his preparation warned the Nightmare, who soared off the tower.

Aranon could distinguish two words from the Viking's crazed shouts. _Night Fury_.

He loosed it upon the pyre tower, his wings whistling. This one flew like a hatching Gronkle – explosive – then observed it burst against the catapult, creating blue rings of purple-blue fire. The Stulte roared in exhilaration, bathing in the light of Aranon's plasma explosion. Aranon sped over it, the heat from the blast warming his belly.

There was a scream from the village, crying '_Night Fury'_ like cursed words.

The Vikings had obviously learned to fear him, through his predecessor Night Furies – like the elder that was still in his cave – and himself. Personally, that's how Aranon wanted it. He didn't want any old Viking trying to hit him in the face with a hammer, and it gave him the perfect excuse to stay out of sight.

He would be the shadow in their dreams. Because he was a Night Fury, he was never seen, and he definitely never missed.

Aranon swayed in the wind, the air buffeting him violently as he flew back above the raid. He surveyed the scene. Half the village was alight with dancing fire; the other half was crawling with dragons. _This was a very successful raid._ Aranon reflected. He shook the thought from his head – he was starting to think like the Queen wanted him to.

He would get a sheep and go. He didn't want to be here any longer than he had to before more poisonous thoughts slithered into his mind.

"Hit the tower!" A Nadder flew past him, bleeding profusely on her leg. The flesh was split wide open; Aranon could see her bone and was astonished that she was still able to fly. "It's their last catapult, hit it!" A Gronkle flew underneath the Nadder and grabbed hold of the Nadder's injured leg. His amber eyes were furious, burning with hatred for the Vikings who had done harm to his friend.

One more shot. Only one. Then he would go.

Aranon jetted towards the catapult to the north side of the village, gathering the plasma in his belly, then with his characteristic shriek, loosed it on the tower. It felt oddly liberating, watching his fire race towards the catapult, blowing it apart, even if it made the back of his eyes burn. _For Sorcha. _He sped fast the inferno before it could land on his back.

Everything suddenly seemed to slow down, every moment defined to the point of giving Aranon a headache. Out of the darkness, glinting in the light of his fire, four metal balls flew towards Aranon, linked together by rope and a circle of metal. Bolas.

Aranon screeched as he attempted to barrel out of the way of the flying contraption, but his wing was too far out. The rope snapped around it, then wrapped around his body and legs. The Night Fury plummeted towards the north side of the Island, his wings straining against the ropes in a futile attempt to shrug them off. He was going towards the forest below him as a furious speed, at all the wrong angles for making a safe landing without his wings, even if he was a the right angle he probably wouldn't survive the impact against the ground.

He squeezed his eyes shut; he was ready for the fall into the forest.

* * *

><p>Aranon roared in pain when he hit the first tree.<p>

In fact, he was pretty sure he had burst right through it. And the next one. He glanced off the third tree, but he could hear the violent groan of ripping bark. He plowed over a bank of dirt and tumbled over the ridge and off a rock. When he finally came to a stop, he loosed a high pitched whine, the dragon form of crying, although no tears welled in his eyes like humans.

A profuse pain throbbed up and down his tail, like a dozen Terrible Terrors had latched on and refused to let their grip off. His scales were wet, and he smelled blood.

Stupid, to think he would escape unscathed; it must be a deep cut, for so much pain, somewhere near his left tailfin. Nótt's wrath, it hurt. When he had survived a fall that would have killed a lesser dragon, he was thankful that he wasn't dead.

Aranon shifted his weight from his chest to his side, so his limbs wouldn't be awkwardly pinned beneath him.

He tried to snap the ropes that bound him with his wing, but all he succeeded in was tightening the ropes around one section of his body and loosening it around his one wing, which wasn't very helpful to his cause.

He moaned as the ropes tightened around his awkwardly held foreleg. Pain once again spiked up his tail. _Stay still. Stay calm. _Aranon thought to himself, trying to calm his heavy, panicked breathing. _Pull yourself together, pull it all together._ He started to list things in attempt to calm himself. _ My name is Aranon. I am a Night Fury. My mate's name is Tempest. She is also a Night Fury. _The pain of the mention of Tempest was worse than the spike in his tail. _Breathe. Nice and calm._

Aranon drew a shuddering breath.

The sun started to peak over the trees, casting a greenish glare into Aranon's eyes. He squinted against it, but he was unable to move his head to avoid the rays.

Suddenly he felt unexpectedly tired; his eyes drooped, although Aranon fought it, he fell into an uneasy sleep.


	6. The Cove

Aranon woke to something pressing on his foreleg. He growled in annoyance and pushed it off, seriously not wanted to be bothered by whatever it was. Aranon breathed heavily, pain shooting up his tail from the movement.

He cracked his eye open and peered over his wing.

Standing there was the auburn-haired pup from the last raid, holding the same dagger as before, a frightened expression on his face. Aranon clearly scared the pup even when he was tied up and defenceless.

Aranon fixed the human with his calm stare; it seemed to make the pup uncomfortable, because it started to fiddle with the hilt of his dagger.

The pup took a deep breath. "I'm goanna kill you, dragon. I'm goanna-" he tilted his head to the side, twisting his dagger to a plunging position, "cut out your heart and take it to my father. I'm a Viking," the pup said, as if trying to convince himself of his statement. "I'm a Viking!" He shouted at Aranon with a fierce expression.

"Nótt save me," Aranon moaned.

The pup held up his dagger dramatically; ready to plunge in into Aranon's chest. _Tempest, I'm sorry, that I should die at the hands of a human pup. _"The gods have a cruel sense of humor." He said aloud, placing his head on the ground in surrender, closing his eyes. He waited, but as he was expecting the cold steel to cut into him, nothing happened. Aranon flinched when the pup spoke.

"I did this," The pup's voice pierced through the dark veil of Aranon's resignation. The dragon could feel the retreating steps of the human as it stepped back. _Good, he's leaving. _Aranon thought.

Suddenly, there was a pitched metallic sound. Aranon's eyes snapped open. He looked over at the pup, who was sawing furiously at the ropes that bound the Night Fury's body, casting fugitive glances over his shoulder as he did so. A rope snapped. Then another. Ropes slipped down on Aranon's leg.

Aranon tensed, he didn't know what this human had planned for him, but he doubted it was good. One more rope snapped off and Aranon leapt up, slamming the pup against the rock he had fallen over before. The human squirmed between his claws, gasping.

Aranon squinted at the boy, millions of hateful thoughts trying to cram themselves into his head. The Night Fury paused for a moment, staring down the human. _I can kill you. I probably should kill you. But you spared my life – and now I spare yours._

Unrighteous anger welled up inside of him, putting pressure behind his eyes.

The child of lightning raised his wings menacingly, then loosed an ear splitting roar in the human's face. The pup looked as if he was about to melt into the ground. Aranon huffed to himself and jumped away, using the rock as an assist to take off.

Only, he couldn't take off. Aranon had brushed by a tree, but then quickly slammed into a rock face, the stone forcing him to arch his back. He plummeted to the ground, shrieking. "No! No! No!" he shouted, realizing that his tail fin wasn't injured, it was _gone. _Torn to shreds; and he couldn't fly without it. "Curse the gods, damn it!" He roared as he tumbled to the ground once again.

Aranon screamed as pain flared up in his tail once more. "Son of a Gronkle!" He shouted for spite, shooting a plasma blast a tree. The tall spruce fell over, the wood cracking and splitting, aggravating Aranon's ears. The Night Fury lay on his side for a moment, breathing heavily, trying to pull his thoughts together, but drew a blank. He shoot another small blast in frustration, the plasma disappeared into the forest, hitting something in the distance with a muffled thump.

The Night Fury continued on foot, giving on up trying to fly was embarrassing. Not that he minded walking, but dragons always felt venerable when not traveling in the air. He watched the ground disappear between his paws as he walked; each blade of grass illuminated by the morning sun. He absolutely hated it.

"What is this? A dragon on the ground, in wolf territory, no less,"a voice came up beside him, belonging to a russet she-wolf, who smiled maliciously.

Aranon bared his teeth, "A cornered dragon is more dangerous than a free one."

Another wolf approached, followed by half a dozen more, "Yes, but a downed dragon is a dead dragon, or haven't you heard?" He barked in laughter, the rest joining in like jackals. "We're being pushed back from our hunting grounds – our pups are hungry, dragon, and wailing pups make one short of temper."

"Move on, wolf." Aranon snarled, "I am no easy meal for you or your mewling pups." The dog leapt out, his teeth snapping, but Aranon easily sidestepped him and swatted it away with his forepaw. The russet she-wolf pounced on his back, sinking her teeth into Aranon's wing joint. The Night Fury hissed in pain, then rolled on his back; the she-wolf was crushed under his weight, Aranon could hear snapping bones – the wolf's teeth dislodged from his joint.

Three of the wolves stood to the side, knowing this wasn't a fight they could win, but the other three tackled the Night Fury. They yelped wildly, their eyes rolling with excitement as they clawed at Aranon's back.

The dragon pumped his wings vigorously, knocking two of the wolves from his back, then he leapt up into a tree to roll off the third. The wolves whined beneath the tree he was now precariously perched in, circling the trunk with their ears pricked upwards.

"Come on down, dragon!" One of them taunted, jumping onto his hind paws.

Aranon shook his head, then tried to move to the next tree, testing a bough with his foot; the branch dipped dangerously, not holding his weight. The tree itself swayed dangerously, his plasma blast must have hit it when he shot it into the forest.

He cursed himself, then again for good measure. Aranon looked down at the wolves, who were still taunting him from their lower positions. They must have figured his inability to fly by now, if it wasn't apparent before.

Aranon had two options: climb down and let himself be torn to pieces or jump and try to glide as far as possible.

The latter sounded more appealing to him than the first.

Aranon bunched up his shoulders, flaring his wings; then jumped into the air. He leapt above the tree tops but quickly started to descend on an awkward angle. Aranon attempted to fight the strange flight pattern, but a gust of wind tossed him into a roll and the Night Fury crashed into the tip of a spruce.

The dragon roared in agony as his tail bashed against the boughs as he tumbled downwards on the trunk. Aranon desperately tried to hook his claws on the red bark, but he continued his painful fall until he hung on the bottom branch, not twelve feet from the stump. It would have been fine except that the tree hung precariously on the edge of a cliff that wrapped around a cove. Wolves on one side, yelping after their prey, or a cove that the wolves wouldn't follow him into.

Aranon didn't even think when he jumped off the bough into the cove.

* * *

><p>Aranon tumbled down the roots of the tree into the cove; when he finally came to a stop, he closed his eyes, breathing heavily. He wasn't expecting such a violent fall.<p>

The wolves stood at the edge of the cliff, looking down at him. They laughed like jackals at him, their lips pulled back in comical grins. Aranon whipped his head around, then with a dismal whine realized that they were laughing at his stupidity. There was no escape from the cove but for one narrow slit too high for him to jump to. The dragon cursed himself again, fury making spots dance across his vision.

Aranon heard a squeal from one of the unseen wolves, then frightened howling following. The wolves how had been hanging their heads over the ledge had retreated nervously, their ears laid flat on their heads as they loped off into the forest. The dragon tensed himself for whatever had scared off the wolves, a low growl building up in his throat as he waited for the thing to come for him.

"Aranon!" Celine burst from the forest. _She must have scared the wolves off. _Aranon thought. "Where have you been?" _She sounds worried sick. _Blood slicked the side of her long body, originating from a jagged gash carved just below her wing. "Aranon, where were you? I was so scared when I couldn't find you; I thought they had gotten you!" She landed in the cove, running awkwardly to Aranon.

Aranon nuzzled her, licking the blood from her scales. "I was shot down," He drew away, "and I now I can't fly."

"What?" Celine asked desperately, her eyes wide. Her neck wound around to Aranon's tail in concern. "How did this happen?"

"A Viking shot me down with bolas, the ropes tore off my tail fin," Aranon said, trying to calm the female, her hormones were obviously taking her sense from her. "I was chased into this cove by the wolves you scared off."

Celine cast her eyes to her claws. "I'm so sorry, Aranon. This is entirely my fault. I should have stayed with you and not gone off on my own, this never would have happened."

Aranon caught her eye, "What's done is done," he paused. "Go back to the Nest, Celine. There is no hope for me now, I cannot fly, and I cannot climb from this cove, and you definitely can't carry me out." The Grapple Grounder was about to intervene when Aranon silenced her- "You're hurt," he said, pointing out her injury with a meaningful glance. "And even if you weren't, your wings are not large enough to carry me out of this place. Even if you did take me out, what would I do from there? Fly home? No. A dragon that cannot fly has no purpose or reason to live, go back to the Nest and forget about me Celine."

"I'll come visit you," She said, as if trying to convince herself of something, "I'll take you food."

"Nibbling at scars keep them open, do not come back. For my happiness."

Celine growled in frustration, "Aranon, you don't understand. I went looking for Sorcha, I went to the pit where they kill dragons. That is why I didn't have your back."

Aranon huffed at the Grapple Grounder, "I don't blame you for anything, Celine."

"I smelt her blood!" The she-dragon barked at Aranon, then her voice suddenly quieted: "Sorcha's dead."

Aranon was at a loss for words.

"And now you're telling me to let you roll over and die? I don't think so!" Celine's voice built up into an angered roar again. "I don't want to be alone! I don't care if it's selfish, I don't care if you don't want to believe me – but you are going to live. For my_ happiness_." She spat the last word at Aranon's face.

The Night Fury hung his head, "Celine, I can never win an argument with you."

"I know." She said, her tail flicking Aranon across the nose, "I'll bring you some fish tomorrow, although I think I'll have a hell of a time trying to catch them. I'm awful at fishing."

Aranon chirred, then nudged the female away, "Go. If you're late, the Queen won't be as forgiving as before."

Celine nodded grimly, then flared her wings. She sprang from the ground like a coil and was out of sight, over the crowns of the trees.

* * *

><p>That night was extremely trying for Aranon.<p>

His first attempt at sleep was interrupted by a nagging voice that was intent on repeatedly whacking itself against the sides of Aranon's mind, _At least _try_to fly. Wuss. Hey there, pretty moon! I got a boar, a hare, a fish to share!_ The voice recited a line from Celine's song – it felt like it was a million years ago they had that hunting trip. _Hunting, yes, that sounds nice – oh wait, you can't fly!_ The voice laughed maliciously.

Aranon banished the voice from his head with a shake, then started to prowl around the cove to work off his nerves. He found a shelter underneath the roots of a large tree that spilled over the side of the cove; but it was small, too tight to sleep in. He moved on and discovered that the lake had, somehow, fish in it. That confused him, the lake didn't have any river feeding into it, so the fish must have gotten there by some unnatural means. Either way, he wouldn't worry himself to death over that tiny detail. He continued and found an area behind a cluster of rocks, a shallow scoop inside. Aranon slipped inside it, settling himself into the bowl, he wrapped his tail over his nose and eyes.

He heard a faint swishing noise and his eyes shot open. Luminous pine-green orbs in the dark.

Aranon hissed, his teeth shooting from their sheaths in defiance for the dark. It must have been the trees in the wind; he chided himself, slipping out of the rock bowl. He looked up into the sky, only to be half-blinded by the glaring white moon. _I swore on the moon and the stars and everything in-between._ He squeezed his eyes shut, _Oh, Tempest. I've failed you, I've failed everyone._ The stars winked as if they were mocking him.

The dragon blasted the ground with a stream of fire, then settled down on the smouldering grass. He tucked his wings in tight and his tail wrapped around him like a tightening cobra. He shoved his head under his right wing, trying not to think about everything – that only caused everything to try to cram itself into his head at once.

He tried not to think about how his last fish was three days ago. His stomach growled painfully. He tried not to think about Celine's injury and Sorcha's death. Remnants of the blood he had licked from her gash seemed to congeal in his nose and throat. He tried not to think about the pain in his Thinking about the Crescent Island was the worst thing that entered his mind. His dream about the skeleton dragons crowded his mind.

Aranon choked back a whine, his eyes lost their focus, and his insides scrunched up in knots.

Everything felt cold.

* * *

><p>Aranon watched a twittering flock of birds as they spiraled and contorted in their cloud of feathers. The dragon eyed them irritably as they continued their mindless circuit around the cove. His mind drew a blank, even though he usually had something to say or think, but he had nothing. <em>I'm going soft.<em> He thought to himself crossly.

The Night Fury's eyes followed a seam in the rock of the cliff, only to see his view of the sky blocked around the cove blocked by a thick crown of trees. The light that filtered through was an emerald green, the motes that streamed through the empty space between the boughs were a golden yellow.

Aranon jumped up, beating furiously with his wings, his tail swinging like a pendulum. The dragon slammed into the wall. _That's a cliff, _He thought painfully.

When he hit the ground, he jumped up again, angrily scrabbling at the walls. But he was once again forced to glide over the lake and onto the ground. Another attempt out of the cove eluded him by seemingly raising the cliff height; he tumbled to the ground and landed heavily on his shoulder. He attempted flight twice more, but both times fate laughed in his face.

He blew a shot at the ground and screeched in frustration.

He shook his head, _I hate my life. _Aranon watched the fish lazily drift through the murky water next to him, he eyed them intently, then darted his head into the water, but the fish eluded his jaws. Aranon's ear twitched. A small stick seemed to be dropping from a high ledge, seemingly trying to hit every rock on the way down. The dragon searched for the source of the stick.

The Night Fury froze when his eyes met a pair of pine green eyes.

The pup.

The human's scent just screamed fear and his eyes were wide with fright. Aranon gazed up at the pup, almost expectantly, his day had been fairly excruciating and he was just waiting for something alive to sink his claws into.

But this was better than what he had been hoping for. The very creature who caused his misery should share in his suffering, if only for the last moments of its life.

Aranon brushed the notion from his head. Now he was becoming vile. He needed to straighten his priorities and get a grip on his thoughts and instincts. The human darted away from Aranon's view, tucking a square piece of leather full of white leaves into his jacket. Not even caring about the stick that he dropped.

Aranon intently watched the gap in which the pup had disappeared through.

* * *

><p><strong> I know this is a very climatic part of the story, but I just want to tell you that I haven Is and Aranons no awkward catch up period were one character has to summarize their whole experience in a few sentences.<strong>


	7. To Fly With Eagles

**Okay peoples.**

** I was on vacation and I was actually doing stuff with my life, so I wasn't on my laptop, so this might not meet your expectations.**

** Also, I had an extremely hard time with this chapter, getting my view of Toothless to fit with how he is portrayed in the movie is extremely hard, and I apologize if this chapter is not up to par. _As long as you don't murder me, I'm good._**

** And without further ado...**

* * *

><p>That afternoon, Celine visited him, carrying a single – extremely mangled – cod.<p>

She landed steeply in the lake, because she was so large and her wing was still injured, combine that with that she was keeping the fish together in her front claws; she wouldn't have been able to land on the ground even if she wanted to.

But she had more wounds than what he remembered from the day before, claw marks ran down the length of her neck, two more wrapped around her tail, and the edges of her wings her tattered.

"Celine, what are you doing?" Aranon dove into the water and dragged her out by her hind leg, belligerently swiping her over the head with his tail, "You shouldn't be flying in your condition."

She lifted her head and grinned foolishly, "I got your fish."

"I can see that much," Aranon replied tartly, "But why did you fly so far with injuries like this?"

Celine regarded him as if having no idea what he was talking about, "I promised to bring you your fish." She pushed the mangled cod towards him, "See?"

He pushed the fish aside, "Celine, what happened? Did you get in a fight?"

"Part of the mountain collapsed and the Smokebreaths left. I was trying to stop one of them and the rest of the Smokebreaths attacked _me_. The little gits."

"What happened?" Aranon asked, startled.

Celine shoved the fish towards him, "The Queen must have shifted her weight or something, but part of the mountain collapsed – that section is where the Smokebreaths nests where – so the little monsters left."

"They're gone?" Aranon asked, not believing what he heard. He took the fish and devoured it, the cod slid down his throat and landed in his belly, hardly enough to be satisfying, but it was enough.

"For good. The Smokebreaths won't come back until the Queen finds a way to accommodate them without getting rid of other dragons, then she has to get a messenger over there that will deliver the message before they kill him or her."

"That probably won't happen."

* * *

><p>Celine had left to the Nest and had left Aranon alone in the Cove when the sun sank below the treeline; he once again had refused her assistance. Aranon slipped into the shallow bowl in his rock formation, heating the rock with fire and settling down for the night.<p>

Aranon curled into the tightest ball he could create, feeling oddly nostalgic for the heat of the Nest. Even on the Crescent Isle, there were branches of lave running beneath the outer shell of the mountain, and there was a series of shallow hot springs in the surrounding forest that Night Furies would sleep in during the winter cold snaps. Dragons never wanted to nest far from a heat source.

He found himself thinking wistfully about the Crescent Isle, the beautiful flying, the forest of pines, even the small sand clearing were the pups learning to fly would play _Salio*_ – a game in which one pup creates lines in the sand and another must start in the center and make their way outwards without landing on the lines. If they did, their playmates would pounce on them. It was a simple teaching method of flight, and also helped the older pups loose their energy on each other before returning to their nests.

Aranon drifted to sleep, kind memories floating through his mind. His awareness settled on a memory, and he dreamt.

* * *

><p><em> Aranon was standing next to his mother, nervously hiding beneath her wing. He peeked out and looked up at her, his eyes meeting her turquoise ones. "Go Aranon, play with them," she nudged her youngest pup forward. In his week-long life, he had never separated from his mother, and Aranon didn't want to start now.<em>

_ He watched Torok pounce on one of his older friends who had accidently landed on a line, Kopin, playfully biting at his stout neck. But it seemed like incredibly real fighting to Aranon. He cringed back under his mother's wing. "I think I'll stay with you," he said certainly, wrapping his tail around her hind leg._

_ She laughed a sweet, honeyed laugh. "My little sparrow, you cannot hope to fly with eagles if you never learn to take off."_

_ "Heya there!" a voice piped from outside the material of his mother's wing. A small head peeped under as Aranon's mother lifted her wing to admit the voice. Aranon glared at his mother, feeling rather betrayed. _

_ The voice belonged to a female, almost his age. She had silver markings running from her head that looked like an upside-down tree was imprinted on her back. "I'm Tempest!" Her voice was high pitched and perky, and her head bobbed up and down enthusiastically, "You wanna play with me?"_

_ Aranon sought his mother's approval, which she granted with a nod. "I guess," Aranon replied, just as soon as Tempest whisked him away with a mischievous grin on her face._

_ They had played until the sun neared the horizon and their mothers called them back, but the two pups were uneager to separate from each other's company, and they looked over their shoulders as they departed._

_ Two months later, they had found each other again; once more in the _Salio_ clearing. Tempest assisting her younger brother, and Aranon to escape Torok's newfound ability to shoot plasma blasts._

_ Aranon watched her push her younger brother into the_ sand pit_. She stood back, her head cocked in mock interest. The male strode up beside her, "It's a big colony, but I must say, I had assumed to see you sooner than this."_

_ "Aranon!" She gasped, "Holy Nótt, I thought I'd never see you again!" Her voice was no longer high pitched; rather, it had become smooth and pleasing to the ear. Tempest chirred outrageously, "And you look _very_ nice."_

_ "A very attractive nice, huh?" He said with a voice dripping with sarcastic modesty._

_ "Don't push your luck." She jumped on his back, playfully boxing his ears with her wings. Aranon rolled over her, but she continued the tumble and pinned him to the ground, a triumphant gleam in her white-blue eyes. She taunted him playfully: "You're a coward!" he batted her with his tail._

_ "You're a wimp!" he rolled over her, this time, it was him pinning her to the ground. _

_ She giggled uncontrollably, "You're_ toothless_!"_

_ "Oi!" He yelped, playfully nipping her neck, "Who's toothless? Hey?" He continued the play fighting, "Hey?"_

_ "Me!_ Me!_" She squealed, wriggling under his weight, but her eyes suddenly became slits when heavy footsteps fell nearby. "Aranon, gerroff!" With a massive heave, she pushed him off. _

_ The two young Night Furies straightened themselves as Tempest's father strode past, his eye heavy on Aranon. When he had passed, the two pups chirred to each other and continued their rough play._

* * *

><p>Aranon woke with a start, his breathing coming short and quick. Whatever had woken him from his pleasant dreams was a scratching sound, accompanied by an exasperated huff.<p>

The dragon padded up the highest rock that formed his sleeping place, hunching over the top to get a better look of the sleep intruder.

It was the pup again, a hand jammed up a cod's gills, carrying it close to his chest. Aranon's mouth started to water. He had to have that fish.

The boy gasped as Aranon crept slowly down the rock in a hunter's prowl, his pupils obsidian slivers. The pup hesitantly held out the cod to Aranon, seeming trying to keep his body as far away from the dragon as possible.

Aranon swept his tail to the side, sniffing eagerly in anticipation of the sweet fish in his mouth. He awkwardly stepped forward, also conscience of his proximity to the human pup. Aranon opened his mouth, ready to snatch the fish, but a metallic smell shoved itself up his nose, and he shrank back with a growl.

The pup pulled back his fur covering to reveal a small dagger tucked in his waistband. The human placed a hand on its hilt, and Aranon growled savagely, the Vikings were volatile; this pup was undoubtedly no different than his kin.

The human quickly took his hand off the hilt and took a small step back. Aranon watched him intensely when the Viking gingerly lifted the dagger, extended his arm, and dropped it mechanically to the ground, tip-first.

"Farther," Aranon growled, motioning with his head to the pond.

The pup, reeking of fear, picked it up with his foot and threw it into the pond beside them. Aranon relaxed when he heard the hollow _plunk_ of the sinking weapon. Without his dagger, the pup would be powerless with his spindly limbs and obvious lack of hand-eye coordination.

Aranon twitched his ear good-naturedly, then slowly advanced on the boy when he extended the fish once more, the dragon's mouth hungrily agape.

The pup squinted, "Huh, toothless, could've sworn you had-" That's when Aranon realized his teeth were still sheathed from his sleep. He instantly snapped them out and snatched the fish from the pup's grasp, "Teeth." The boy whispered hoarsely, shrinking back from the Night Fury.

But Aranon was too busy gulping down the fish, his taste buds screaming with delight – even though it smelled like humans. When the fish was in his belly, Aranon fixed his eyes on the pup, then advanced on him curiously. Why feed him, when just a day ago the pup was intent on killing him?

The ways of the Vikings would always be a mysterious to him.

The pup backed up, then tripped over his own feet –serves him right, walking around on his hind legs – and braced himself up against a rock. "I don't have any more," he told Aranon tensely.

Aranon hovered over the pup, then thought for a moment. The Night Fury was perplexed by the human's behaviour, wondering why he still wasn't attempting to kill him with his bare hands; any other human would have certainly tried.

The dragon summoned the fish back from his belly, then spat it out onto the pup's lap. The human made a slightly disgusted noise, straightening himself against the boulder, then looked back up at Aranon in question. The half-fish glistened tantalizingly, almost making Aranon wish he had kept it in his stomach.

He raised his wings up, then fell back on his hind legs; his wings draped over the ground like they were weighted down by rocks. The boy sat uncomfortably with the fish in his lap, shifting under the steady gaze of the dragon, holding the fish uncertainly in his lap. Aranon mentally chirred. He looked down at the fish, then back up to the pup's face.

The boy sighed, hesitantly bringing the fish closer to his face. He paused. Then took a bite, but kept the sweet fish in his mouth. _Savouring the flavor or revulsion? _ It only occurred to Aranon afterwards that it was the latter.

"Mmm. Hmm hhhrmm." The pup forced the sounds out of its mouth, holding the fish back out to Aranon.

Aranon observed the pup, obviously humans didn't eat fish – they only harvested them for their bones and anything else a fish possesses. Aranon made a swallowing motion to help the pup along with the process.

The Viking grunted, dropping the rest of the fish in his lap, then struggled to swallow. The human shivered when it had gone down his throat after much difficulty. Aranon had seen Terrible Terrors have similar problems swallowing fish whole, this human had the same difficulty, having an equally scrawny neck.

The human smiled weakly, not like a dragons, who just lifted the ends of their mouths, but actually opening his mouth. Aranon attempted to copy the human, just out of curiosity of the sensation of their smile.

He didn't want to provoke the Viking to fight, so he sheathed his teeth and opened his mouth and lifted the corners at the same time. It felt – oddly comforting – sharing something with another being without having to fight for it like dogs.

No sooner than he had copied the human's gesture, the pup placed the fish on the ground, then did something inexplicable. He put his hand out to _touch_ Aranon.

"Don't you dare," the Night Fury growled, shooting his teeth back out, then darted away from the Viking. He raised his wings, only too late remembering that he couldn't fly away. He glided over the lake unsteadily, then landed on the opposite bank with an irritated growl.

_Stupid human. _Aranon thought, blasting the ground with his fire. He beat it down with his feet, then curled over the smouldering grass. He opened his eyes, only to see that the Viking had persistently snuck up on him, sitting cross-legged.

The pup waved slightly, giving Aranon a faint smile. The Night Fury grumbled, untucking his tail from beneath him and placing it in front of his face, he raised his tail fin in an obvious gesture, "Leave me be," Aranon huffed. He waited for a moment, then, an unknown sense kicked in, and he whipped up his tail to see the pup reaching to touch him.

Aranon watched the pup stand up quickly and spin rigidly on his heel, attempting to act like had been doing nothing.

"Go away," Aranon grunted, standing up himself and walking off towards the tree that spilled its roots into the cove, the very one that he had jumped from into this prison. He didn't look back at the pup until he was hanging upside down on the root of the tree by his tail – the pup was sitting on the far side on a rock, curiously observing Aranon from across the lake.

Aranon immediately shut his eyes, trying to convince the human he was asleep, but he was never one for pretending, and he fell to into sleep.

* * *

><p>Aranon blinked, his sleep had seemed to last only a moment, but the sky above the cove was streaked with pink and orange and the lake was ablaze with evening colours reflecting from its surface.<p>

And the Viking was still there.

He was still on the boulder, his back to Aranon. The Night Fury slipped from the branch, making as little noise as possible as he skirted the lake to where the pup was seated.

The human was dragging a stick through the dirt; it was small and full of squiggling lines that resembled – _Salio_. Aranon must have not been thinking clearly, because he decided to show the human how it was done. Aranon walked – on his two hind legs – towards a sapling that was rooted by the edge of the cove.

He snapped it off at its base, then staggered back to where the human was sitting, using the tree for balance as he continued to use his hind legs for walking. Aranon went behind the pup; tree clamped firmly in his jaws, then began to fill the dirt area with random lines.

For a moment, he was back on the Crescent Isle, redrawing the _Salio_ lines after a rainstorm with a group of other pups, being morons and playing around, but he was instantly shaken from the vision when he finished the lines. He snapped his head back, expecting to see Tempest grinning at him, but only saw the pup. His disappointment quickly evaporated as he nodded to the lines he had just drawn. _And that's how you make a _Salio _arena_. He thought to himself.

The Viking stood up, twisting around and observing the _Salio _lines with a curious eye.

Aranon sat, his ears pricked in earnest, remembering his mother's words: '_You cannot hope to fly with eagles if you never learn to take off.'_ This pup would learn to take off. If he did, then maybe, just maybe, he could fly with the eagles.

The pup took a step forward, placing his foot on one of the lines. Aranon rumbled, baring his teeth in warning of breaking the only rule in _Salio_. The Viking's foot shot up and Aranon relaxed, then the pup repeated the action and Aranon, once again, reacted in kind.

The pup tried again. Like he didn't expect Aranon to repeat his actions, but he did, laying his ears back and growling until the pup stepped over the line.

The human smiled slightly at Aranon, not opening his mouth this time, and took another step over a different line. Aranon watched contentedly as the pup began to understand the game, albeit the lack of flying, he didn't place a single toe on the lines as he swung around, slowly, ever so slowly, making his way to Aranon unawares.

Only did he notice when his back nearly touched Aranon's chest, and the Night Fury breathed down the pup's neck.

The human spun around, seeking Aranon's gaze, and the dragon gave it to him.

The pup reached out his hand, hesitating when Aranon growled, "No." Something about the human looking into his eyes while touching him didn't feel right.

The Viking dropped his head down, holding his hand out.

Not knowing what he was doing, Aranon started to close the gap. He hesitated for a moment, almost frightened, then pressed his snout to the boy's hand, his eyes closed.

Something electric sparked in the back of Aranon's mind, producing a metallic zing in his nose. He sneezed, then, before he regretted anything, bounded away from the human.

* * *

><p>*<strong><em>Salio <em>– Latin (I love Latin) literally 'hop' (pronounced Sah-leo)**

**Because of aforementioned vacation, I am behind on my writing schedule. Also, I am involved in a play production with my school and the rehearsals continue from the end of the school day to late at night, so, sadly, not writing this week. As a result of the combination of my vacation and school activities, I will not be able to update for another two weeks.**

** I apologize for this inconvenience, but it is necessary in order for this story to be the best it can be.**


	8. Like Father Like Sons

**Huge thanks to Kathey Royals for some of the ideas incorporated in this chapter!**

* * *

><p>Aranon bit hard on his tongue, trying not to shriek as he peeled the scab from his tail. The wound had been infected by various dirts and pebbles that had entered it in his haste of escape from the wolves, he was sure there was some damage done by the algae in the pond too.<p>

After various attempts to work around the ragged scab, he had finally told himself that he had to tear it off in order to keep it from becoming infected beyond repair.

Finally the scab came free, and Aranon flung the mottled skin away into the pond beside him. He roared in pain, then immediately pressed his tongue into the profusely bleeding groove.

Aranon hissed angrily as his own blood trickled down his tongue, dripping onto the sand. He forced himself to lick upwards, small pebbles dislodged from his muscles and grated against the exposed flesh.

He quickly drew his tongue into his mouth like it had been bitten by a fire ant. Nótt that hurt. Aranon wasn't a fan of inflicting pain on himself, something his father, Ronoth, had made him and his brother do routinely when they were young - licking embers or stepping in Changewing acid. Aranon remembered clearly one of those times when he had questioned his father's methods aloud.

_"Father, please, it hurts!"_

_"Cut your whining, you'll do it if I say you do it."_

He had bit his tongue at that point under the prompting of Torok's meaningful glance.

After his father had died, Aranon had gone to extreme lengths to regain the feeling in his feet and belly by soaking in the hot springs to loosen his calluses.

But no matter what pain his father had put them through, he had never dared touch their tail fins, knowing that while a few scales or claws would grow back, a tail fin never would. It was a Child of Lightning's fatal flaw. The great equalizer to their many strengths - their downfall.

And now it truly was his downfall.

Aranon licked at his wound with renewed vigor, all pain was drowned in the boiling red rage that was ever at the back of his mind. One thing at a time. Lick, wince, spit the blood out, repeat.

Thinking one thing at a time does not come naturally to a creature of intelligence, and Aranon's mind wandered to thoughts of the pup. Of all things, that was what he just _had_ to think of first. The human child was the last thing he wanted to think about, but the spark that had entered his mind when they had touched refused to quell its persistent glow.

The human's eyes, not to be sentimental, were emerald green, not far from Aranon's own eye colour that was fairly generic to the Night Furies. Those eyes looked familiar. Aranon saw them every time he looked into a reflective pool.

Aranon licked viciously at the wound, now free of pebbles and dirt and other contaminants that would induce swelling or cause pus to grow.

He was safe. For now.

Aranon drew away from his tail, then carefully folded bits of his tattered black skin over the pink muscles within with his claws. Frost would have known how to heal it correctly, being the colony's only elder who cared for learning the ways of healing. His patchwork job would have to suffice in his situation – perhaps Celine knew something of healing from her upbringing in India, but he couldn't place all his hopes in that frail assumption.

The dragon stood and slowly made his way away from the bloody sand, lifting his tail as not to drag it, and lay in a sunny spot on the other side of the pond. He tried to blank his mind, but Aranon's conscience once again wandered to the subject of the pup – much to his annoyance – and settled on the fact that the pup had, in fact, not killed him. Although on many occasions he had the opportunity to, as if some sort of bond had been struck between them.

The Night Fury stiffened. _Bond. Dear gods in the heavens above – bond._ Even thinking the word made his insides writhe like a snake. Like it or not, he and that Viking had shared something when they had first met, it had started as a mutual agreement to not kill one another, sure, but it had silently grown to the point that they had _touched_.

The words of the old Night Fury returned to him, _'__Long ago, there was a union between dragons and humans. The humans would ride the dragons' backs, and the dragons willingly let them.'_ Maybe this was the remnant of that union.

Aranon paused; perhaps he was the one to fulfill the task set for the Night Furies, to take the mantle of Leathan's legacy to his species.

The _Sciens_ had told him he couldn't defeat the Red Death alone, maybe it had been random wisdom, or maybe it had been some vivid premonition. For all Aranon knew the elder could have very well known his fate – but Aranon was sure now, without a doubt, that that human pup had bonded with him – and Aranon with the pup.

Aranon lay his head down on his front paws and sealed his eyes, reveling as his black skin soaked in the warm morning sun. _Bonded._ He mentally tasted the word, _bonded._ He silently decided that it was a wonderful word as it was strange.

* * *

><p>Aranon's tail had successfully scabbed over, now just a thin pink line were his fin used to be with the jagged skin tucked over it, so it was now just a uneven seam.<p>

The Night Fury tested the fin next to it, the flap seamlessly opened, guided by the fine bones within. Some phantom of feeling tried to convince him that his left tail fin was moving smoothly along with it, suddenly the muscles on that side of his tail spasmed in a fretful attempt to get the absent fin to respond. Aranon winced when the muscles pulled themselves in a painful retraction.

Even though it was on its way to being healed, it would be a while until the phantom pains would desert him.

The wind whistled through the cove, shaking the boughs of the trees that hung over the edges of the cliffs. No dragon could resist the call of fair flying winds – if he denied himself even a taste of the sky he would surely loose his grip on sanity.

Aranon raised his wings, the limbs screaming in protest as they hadn't extended for the past night and day. His left wing was stiff from the bite inflicted on him by the she-wolf. The dragon gave an experimental beat, and then as usual, he made a completely vertical takeoff that many other dragons were jealous of. Predictably, though, he only made it so far before gravity took its evil grip and required him to descend.

He came in to steep and jarred his back legs when he thumped down. Aranon screeched, his hind feet screamed in pain as the muscles in his legs contorted and the dragon fell over. He collapsed on his right wing, the limb was still extended, and so it splayed out and dipped into the pond's water.

_Come on. _He chided himself, drawing his wing out of the scummy water and forcing his stiff wings to beat into another vertical takeoff, once again he fell, but he was sure to not to jar his legs by drifting back down.

Aranon cursed when he twisted a talon under his foot. Without his tail fin, he was both flightless and lacking in any grace that befitted a Child of Lightning. The Night Fury gave his attempts a rest, not wishing to injure himself more than necessary, and went to the pond for a drink, trying as much as possible to avoid the algae, but it still tasted awful – like rotting fish. He spat out the water and left it thirstier than before.

He stared up into the empty space above him, cloudless and such a light blue it was almost a creamy white. Days like that on the Crescent Isle were few and far between, and when they did come, the Night Furies almost never touched their mountain nests for want of the freedom of the air and perfect winds.

But this wasn't the Crescent Isle, this was Berk. A horrible place that held him captive even more that the Nest ever had.

Aranon huffed angrily and shot an exasperated plasma blast at the water. The water vaporized where the shot contacted and the steam eddied off into the wind, several bleary-eyed fish slid to the surface from below, bloated and pale from their distasteful diet of their own feces and the algae in the foul pond. He would rather starve than eat those disgusting creatures.

The Night Fury worked up his wings, then folded them neatly on his back for later exercise; possibly when he felt more motivated to do so.

After a good while of doing nothing mentionable, Aranon found himself thinking, strangely not about the pup or the home of the Night Furies, but about himself.

Aranon was younger than he seldom let himself remember – hardly sixteen winters – for all he had accomplished, it was hard to believe. He had a beautiful mate, a position in the colony next to his brother, and many close friends. He had led Night Fury phalanxes to battle and was respected amongst the Night Fury colonies that lay further south, nestled in the Roman Isles.

Yes, he had seen fourteen winters and was living his fifteenth summer, that he was sure of. He had been only five winters when his brother had taken the position of leader and had appointed Aranon as his Second, as customary. Torok himself had been the youngest leader of the colony in any living memory; it was a day no one could forget.

Aranon squeezed his eyes shut; there was no way to escape as the memory played itself out on the backs of his eyelids.

* * *

><p><em>Aranon was swimming with Tempest. They had recently joined as mates, and since no pups were on the horizon due to their young age, they were enjoying the lagoon that was located on the southwest curve of the island. Despite Night Fury females only being capable of reproducing after twenty winters, when their heats began, that didn't Tempest was relentlessly bouncing names off of Aranon as they swam in the water, wings splayed to keep them afloat on their backs.<em>

_ "__How about Veripides? That was my grandmother's name, or maybe even Mzi –" Tempest cocked her head at Aranon, who was grinning foolishly at her, "What?"_

_ "__Keep going."_

_Tempest huffed and rolled over onto her belly, pushing Aranon into the white sanded shallows. She pressed her foot down on Aranon's chest, "Tell me, what name would you like then?"_

_ "__Considering that it'll be physically impossible for us to have a pup for another three plus years, I'd name it 'let-it-rest-until-we-actually-have-one'," Aranon flashed a winning smile and the female pouted, whirring deep in her throat. Aranon chirred, "Kor. I like Kor."_

_Tempest flashed her pearlescent eyespots at him, then, as he was momentarily blinded, she took off. Aranon chirred and lifted off after her, and soon he caught up to her, he toothlessly nipped her tail. "Can you hear that?" She asked him, her pupils rounded. Aranon did hear it, but he had mistaken the loud roaring to be the wind in his ears. It sounded as if hundreds of dragons were simultaneously crowing and dipping their voices. _

_And they were._

_A thin ribbon of red trailed out into the ocean, leading from the beach, which is where Aranon and Tempest landed. _

_They weren't the only ones there; hundreds of Night Furies crowded the pebble beach outside the Crystal Caves. Torok was in the thick of it, his head raised triumphantly, blood trickling from the corners of his mouth and down his neck. Aranon pushed forward through the crowd, with Tempest close behind him. _

_Torok greeted them, "Aranon, brother!" He crowed, his eyes ablaze with glory. The Night Furies around them roared in approval, creating a din which Aranon had never heard before. "My Second!" This was met with another wave of ear shattering noise. _

_That's when Aranon saw the cause for the noise, Torok's glory, and blood._

_The leader of the colony – his father – Ronoth, lay in the pebbles, his head dug into the rocks by Torok's heavy foot. His wings were bent in all the wrong directions and his legs were folded beneath him. His eyes were closed, but a single tear of blood ran along the seam of his lids, growing fat and glistening as it neared the end of its track. Ronoth was dead. Torok had killed him. Torok had always talked about finally making their father proud, but Aranon never thought he'd take it to the point of killing him to achieve that end._

_Torok's eyes were gleaming, fire glinting in their depths. "Brother," Aranon said, aware that the eyes of all the Night Furies were on him – this was his chance to either accept his position as Second or to attack his brother to attempt the claim for leadership – Aranon paused for a moment, calculating his chances against his larger brother in a fight. "My leader."_

_That night, there was a great celebration, trick flying competitions and large quantities of berries were consumed. Aranon could honestly say he didn't remember most of what happened that night. But he remembered just enough to notice his mother's dipping sanity. _

_Herja tried to hide it in the first week, but it was too much to go unnoticed by the second. She refused to eat, she hardly drank, and she was constantly cleaning the nest for the mate__that would never come back to her. She couldn't remember what she had said to him the day before, and slowly, she didn't even recognise her own sons. _

_But one sliver of sanity did show, late one morning not seconds after Whispering Deaths attacked their south shore. The attacking dragons had not spared his mother any pain in her death – her wings were torn to shreds and deep cuts split her flesh to the bone along her back._

_Aranon faced the female Whispering Death who had dealt the majority of the blows on his mother. The other dragon grinned, showcasing her sliver-like teeth. He bore his own. The female laughed; a harsh, guttural noise that reminded Aranon of gurgling blood. "Until we meet again, pup. I'm not done with you."_

_ "__Nor I you." Aranon's words were short, but they were dripping with the venom of a thousand Nadder spines, "I look forward to the day we meet."_

_ "__It's a date." With that, the Whispering Death left him, spiraling away with her pack. _

_Herja pulled her song closer, then she whispered to Aranon before she slipped into the afterlife. "All Ronoth wanted was your happiness." And she died._

_Aranon had later dismissed his mother's dying words. His father cared nothing for him._

* * *

><p>The memory was sharp and stabbed him behind the eyes like a thorn dipped in honey. Something sweet accompanied by unworldly pain. He had wanted nothing to do with his father, only communed with this brother when necessary, missed his mother dearly, and his heart ached for Tempest.<p>

Something tugged at the back of Aranon's mind, easing the thorn from his eyes and head gently, it was coming from the origin of the spark of the bonding. Aranon stood, not fully understanding what was happening to him, but it filled him with a strange sense of euphoria, like nothing else mattered in life but his happiness.

Aranon sneezed. It was the scent of the pup, coming ahead of the human's approach. The Night Fury sniffed the air; the pup was coming from upwind, meaning he came in peace. Another smell mingled with the Viking's, it smelled of the ocean and scales and meat. The human had come with more fish.

Aranon began to skirt the pond when he saw the human jump from the ledge into the cove, a large woven basket perched precariously on the pup's skinny back.

The human was alone. That was something Aranon had hardly ever seen before; they always seemed to go in groups like geese or fish. Only geese and fish that were armed to the teeth.

_This was going to be interesting. _Aranon thought grimly.

* * *

><p><strong>Never saw Torok killing his own father to become leader, eh? Oh well, c'est la vie kiddies.<strong>

**After seeing HTTYD2 and finding out Toothless's actual age, I had to come back and change this (for those of you just joining us, I originally made Aranon three winters and a summer, mating beginning at five years), and I actually think that Dreamwork's age for him is actually better for this story. **

**Did this chapter seem like a ramble? I blame it my lack of stimulation. Gah! Fluff! *ripping my face off with my bare hands***

**I hope that this chapter cleared up some unspoken things about Toothless/Aranon's past like how he got to be the Second, or going with actual fact – how the enmity between him and the Whispering Death came about.**


	9. Flight and Scars

"Hey, Toothless..." the boy said, dragging out the last word, dropping his haul of fish in front of the anticipating dragon. _What did you just call me?_ Aranon jerked his head,'Toothless' was Tempest's nickname for him, how did the Viking know that? "I brought breakfast."

But Aranon was salivating, so he kept his mouth clenched shut and his opinions to himself when the boy tipped the basket over with his foot, "I hope – I hope you're hungry! Okay, that's disgusting." The boy edged around the fish that were now spilt on the ground.

Aranon moved forward to sniff the fish, sidling cautiously while the pup continued to speak. "We got some salmon, some nice Icelandic Cod – and a whole smoked eel!" Aranon caught himself at that word, growling viciously, pulling away from the fish pile.

The boy picked up the yellow striped eel with his thumb and forefinger, holding it out to Aranon. The Night Fury gave out a vampiric screech, flaring his wings and pulling his head up in disgust. "No, nnnnono no," The human hastily flung the eel away, wiping his hand on his furry vest, "Yah, I don't like eel much either."

Aranon huffed in agreeance and resumed his examination of the pile, snapping up a fish. If the human knew what eels did to dragons, he wouldn't have brought that think within a league of the Night Fury. Aranon shivered as he swallowed another fish, thankful it wasn't an eel.

A particularly nasty experience had occurred when Aranon was only a month old – Torok had thought it to be uproariously funny to hide an eel in the stomach of the cod he had brought home for Aranon. It had taken a week before anybody would get close to Aranon other than his mother and Tempest, both of which had a troublesome time avoiding his explosive blasts. Aranon's lip curled at the memory of the eel aftertaste of each blast.

The human had started to move towards Aranon's tail, holding a cluster of metal sticks wrapped in the tanned skin of animals that, undoubtedly, when unfurled, resembled his missing tailfin. It was all held in a bundle by two straps around a wooden pole that was cut in half and hollowed. "I'm watching you," Aranon warned the human with a growl. Newly realized bond or not, his trust in the Viking was not yet absolute.

Aranon continued his conquest of the fish basket, now halfway through the stock of fish. "I'm just going to be over here... minding my own business..." the pup said, going closer to Aranon's tail. The Night Fury was conscious of the human edging his way closer to his injured tail, holding the wooden tube close to his tail. Aranon thumped his tail, hearing a squeak of "It's okay!" before the pup brought his insubstantial weight down on the Night Fury's tail to keep it steady.

_Ah, no._ The Night Fury thought, moving his tail slightly to the side, just for his enjoyment and the human's frustration. The human took the bait and huffed, positioning himself over Aranon's tail, fumbling with the straps on the contraption.

Aranon had thought he had seen an extra salmon at the back of the basket, and without thought, lunged forward and shoved his head into the basket. The boy yelped slightly and clung to the Night Fury's tail.

The dragon was disappointed at the lack of fish that existed at the back of the hamper, so he pulled his head up, but the woven basket stayed on Aranon's face until he had brought his head up to full height, then fell to the ground and bounced to the side towards the scummy pond.

The human had put his contraption where his tail fin used to be. Aranon's mind started to whirl, _I wonder._ The human clipped the straps tight on Aranon's tail, _What in Hel's name?_ The dragon thought, his wings dropped limp to his sides in shock. The contraption wasn't just a replica of his tail, it was his new tail.

Aranon heard the human murmuring on his tail, but he disregarded that, slowly raising his wings and waving his living tailfin. "Not too bad... it works..."_The sky is so perfect._

Aranon tensed, _hold on, pup._ Then pounced off the ground.

The pup yelped when he realized that they were airborne, clinging tighter to Aranon's tail, but the dragon hardly noticed. The Night Fury pumped his wings vigorously, his heart aching for the open sky once again.

"Nnonononono no NO!" The Viking stammered, curling his legs around the shaft of the Night Fury's tail. Aranon continued to drive his wings, but he was keenly aware of their awkward descent off to the side, and ultimately, towards the cove wall.

"Do something!" Aranon roared, preparing for a crash. If worse came to worse, he could always buffer the collision by throwing the human ahead of him. Aranon felt a tug on the end of his tail, and he suddenly jerked upwards, out of the cove.

"I'm up!" Aranon cried happily, not even having to look back to know that the contraption that the human had put on him helped him fly.

Aranon reveled at the wind that tore past his ears, it felt glorious and he never wanted to leave it. Ever.

"Oh my – it's working!" The pup shouted from the end of the dragon's tail, then Aranon felt a slight shift, and he involuntarily turned. The human could control were he went by tilting the contraption. Apparently humans didn't know how to fly, because the pup steered Aranon back to the cove, over the pond. Aranon flattened his head and slitted his eyes in concentration – this was going to be his way out of this cove. "Yes! Yes, I did it!" the human said from Aranon's tail.

The Night Fury threw a fleeting glance back, _Thanks, but no thanks._ Aranon thought smugly, he didn't need a human for his flight, he had the contraption. And so he whipped the human from his tail, the pup yelled as he landed in the scummy pond water.

Aranon suddenly felt something wrong. He was descending. He wasn't supposed to be doing that, the tail was supposed to help him fly! He looked back only to see that the mechanism was flat against the wooden post, fluttering uselessly.

The Night Fury tumbled backwards, his head hitting the water first in a spray, then his back and tail slapped the water. Aranon thrashed his wings to bare his head to the air, spraying even more water around him.

The pup raised his arms in victory. "Yah!"

=0=

Aranon lay patiently on the shore of the pond, his ears pricked in curiosity as he watched the human dry its clothes.

Apparently the soft scales of the humans were removable, revealing skin like their faces and arms all over their bodies that was slightly pinkish white. Aranon lay his head on the ground between his forepaws, his eyes intently watching the human.

The pup had peeled off his wet shirt and fur jacket, throwing them over a stone to dry in the sun. This was when Aranon got a good view of what the pup was really like – bony in all the wrong places – his chest was a succession of ribs and his back was knobby from his spine, whatever fat that had managed to cling to him was located on the pup's face.

The Viking was still for a moment, seeming to be basking in the clam of the cove – calm that made Aranon want to rip a tree apart with his teeth.

The boy cast an astonished look at Aranon, as if he had completely forgotten the dragon's presence in the calmness. The Night Fury watched him with a steady eye, this pup was so different from his kin – the likes of which would lumber around like Eight-Legged Battlegores, heaving their axes around and attacking anything that looked at them funny. Something different.

The boy moved closer to Aranon and to the surprise of both the Viking and the dragon, Aranon let him.

The Night Fury was just waiting for the boy to do something dangerous, but all the boy did was sit in front of Aranon, not but a foot from the dragon's forefeet and head. The human looked Aranon in the eyes, then tilted his head slightly to the side in a cat-like manner, "I'm Hiccup."

"And I, Aranon." The Night Fury rumbled, knowing the human couldn't understand him. He swept his tail out to show the human the device, still strapped onto his tail.

It was limp compared to his living fin, and slightly heavier, and the wooden pole scraped viciously at his tender wound, which it had opened. But the Viking was oblivious to the dragon's pain, "You like it?" Hiccup took it, then demonstrated to the dragon how it worked. "This here gets pulled and opens it," he pulled the contraption open, "I'll have to figure out how to do that, you can't go flying around with me on your tail."

Aranon snorted, shaking his tail in his clear wish. _Off._ The human's face fell, "Oh, you want it off? Okay." Hiccup set to work, unbuckling the face fin from Aranon's tail, but when he removed it completely, the Night Fury winced and pulled away. Hiccup didn't seem to know what he had done until he looked at the inside of the pole, which was slick with thick crimson dragon blood. He dropped it as if the wood had bitten his fingers, then instantly went to Aranon's tail to assess the damage.

The dragon shied away for a moment, but then warily consented to Hiccup's touch. The pup's fingers lightly moved over Aranon's wound, hardly touching it, but the Night Fury still flinched as if they were thorns piercing his flesh. "I'll come back tomorrow, to fix your tail," Hiccup said to Aranon, "And I'll have to put something on the inside of the pole, to pad it." Aranon purred at the prospects of hiving his tail mended as well as a more comfortable apparatus to fly with.

The boy picked up the fake tail and brought it over to the pond, dipping the wood into the water and scrubbing the tube clean of blood with the heel of his hand. Suddenly, the pup yelped again and dropped the fin contraption into the water completely, rubbing his hand vigorously on his shirt, hissing in anger.

Aranon felt badly, but his inability to converse with Hiccup made it hard for him to warn the human that the blood of the Night Fury was acidic to those who were not a Child of Lightning, for the bearers of the blood were immune to the lightning that ran through their veins.

Hiccup stalked over to Aranon, then stuck his hand out at the dragon. The skin was red, angry, and covered in welts. "This is all you."

Aranon widened his eyes innocently, then rapidly flicked his tongue out. His tongue wrapped around the boy's hand, then slipped back into the dragon's mouth. Night Fury saliva counteracts the lightning in the blood, it was a remembrance that was ingrained into his instinct.

Hiccup pulled back, grasping his wrist like his hand was some foreign object covered in the dragon's saliva. "That's disgu – wow, it actually feels better." His voice was ranging in the amazing tones. Hiccup examined his hand to see the welts begin to flatten and lose their angry red color, he looked at Aranon in disbelief, "You're spit, it heals?"

Aranon shook his head at the human, "Only from my blood. But I will gladly lick you anytime, your hands taste great," he added sarcastically.

The human only understood the first part because of the negative head shake, and worked off of that. "That's too bad, otherwise I could bring some back to the forge – it would be helpful for the burns."

Aranon regarded the boy's forearms, ridged with weals that were distinctly made by the lick of fire on his soft skin. Concern flashed across the Night Fury's face, he sniffed the scarred skin. The human hesitantly tucked his hands beneath his armpits, "It's alright – I mean, it doesn't hurt anymore." The Night Fury gave Hiccup the '_lies_' look. "Yah, it's still painful." The boy admitted. Aranon huffed, rolling his eyes. "Well, it's not like I can tell 'em that it hurts! All they'll do is tell me to suck it up and be a Viking! Vikings love pain!" Hiccup sighed in exasperation. He put his elbows on his knees and his head in his hands, "Now... now I'll never be a Viking. I'm a hiccup; I screw everything up – for everybody, even you."

Aranon shifted the boy's arm with his head, "But you saved me." He said, trying to convey his consolation through the language barrier.

Hiccup lifted his hand and looked under it with his ducked head, "I can't let you die, and I won't let them find out about you." He paused, as if trying to decide something for himself, "Can you trust me?"

Aranon didn't know how to respond, trust was a huge thing to a dragon. In the Night Fury colonies not many trusted each other; then again, there was no distrust either. Almost everything was purely political. Death and Politics – which were sometimes the same thing.

The human looked at him miserably, sensing Aranon's hesitation. "Thought not."

The dragon started, "that's not fair." Aranon rumbled and nudged Hiccup's arm. The human didn't seem to be impressed. "I'll lick you again."

Hiccup stood, "I need to go back to the village – not like I'll be missed if I don't – but I should figure out some ways to work your new tail. Maybe a saddle would help..." Aranon had no idea what a saddle was, but it sounded like trouble. Hiccup tugged on his now dry soft scales and fur coat, then nabbed the woven hamper from the side of the pond, and started the precarious trek back up the steep slope to the small entrance of the cove.

The human did well for the first few steps, but was soon stopped by a rock face taller than his arm's reach that offered no footholds or other means of support.

Aranon would have watched in either confusion or amusement had he not been a creature of heightened intellect. The Night Fury came up behind his human, butting Hiccup's back with the flat of his head. When the Viking turned around to face him, Aranon snorted softly, "You need my help. Face it."

The Viking didn't know the meaning of the statement, but caught the gist through the noise. Hiccup silently consented to the dragon's assistance, using the Night Fury's extended foreleg as a step, then Aranon's head.

Hiccup scrambled on to the next ledge, "I'll be back soon," he said reassuringly as he readjusted the hamper on his thin back, "I promise." He stretched out his hand, giving Aranon a tentative scratch under the jaw. The burns on his arm were exposed for a moment, then quickly was covered as the boy's green sleeve slipped back over his wrists.

"I trust you." Aranon said quietly, just as the fur jacket disappeared through the crevice with less than a rustle.

=0=

When the sky turned colors at the end of the day, Celine landed in the cove. Or at least attempted to.

Aranon watched in amusement as the Grapple Grounder slammed into the wall of the cove. "Son of a Gronkle!" She swore loudly, "This damn cove is so damn small!" Aranon let a grin lift the corners of his mouth. "What in Hel's name are you doing?" Celine asked in concern.

Aranon realized that he was giving her the smile that the human had taught him. He hastily replied, "Nothing."

She wound her head closer to him, "You smell funny. Like, 'human' funny." Aranon attempted to work up a response, but he was too slow, and Celine cuffed him over the head with her tail. "You let that human by you. The one that made the bolas I found, the ones that hurt you."

"Maybe."

"You're insane!" She cried in exasperation. "And so is that human!"

Aranon chirred, "You worry too much, the pup is too small to cause any pain to be. Hiccup is harmless."

Celine rolled dramatically over, "Now you're naming it! Trouble, that's all that'll come from this. You and that human will go gallivanting across the archipelago wreaking all sorts of havoc –"

"I didn't name him, that was his name given to him," Aranon cut in indignantly, "And I don't 'gallivant'!" Celine rolled her eyes. "I won't able able to leave this cove without him, like it or not. Celine... He's going to help me fly, and you can't stop me from letting him."

They held each other in a stare, pupils slit to the point of non-existence.

"Fine!' Celine broke, then held her foot out, in her talons was a small, slightly charred haddock. "Bon Appétit."

"What did you do? Shoot it out of the water?" he took it delicately in his mouth, then swallowed the fish whole. He internally winced as it squeezed in with the fish he had eaten earlier; a Night Fury's stomach was only so large. But to refuse the fish would be an insult, so he kept his complaints to himself.

"Actually," She said, slightly abashed, "I took it from a Nightmare, he didn't appreciate it too much, so there was a bit of a scuffle."

Aranon snorted in disbelief, "And you're calling me the insane one? Níðhöggr's teeth, Celine."

"I won, didn't I?" The Grounder responded innocently, "better to be a victorious lunatic than a sane loser."

"The gods couldn't have said truer." Aranon said sarcastically, starting away from the other dragon, chirring.

Celine raised her wings, "I need to go, I'm on a raid to the Hysteria Island tonight."

"The Queen's extending her reach." The Night Fury noted in surprise.

"No. The Queen gets the food from these closer villages, as she can taste the difference, but there isn't enough food to be found on these isles for us, and we must hunt for ourselves elsewhere."

Aranon thought hard about that – without the Smokebreaths, she had no way of monitoring the dragon's activities, smaller dragons than she could go wherever they wished, but always go back to the Nest, for fear of what they didn't know.

"Aranon, are you sure you're going to be alright here on your own?"

"I'll be fine. Go ahead." The Night Fury replied. Celine pumped her wings in a vertical takeoff, and at the last moment, Aranon piped up, "Celine, you don't have to worry about bringing me fish, Hiccup brings me food!"

The female scowled at him, "You bastard!"

"So the feeling's mutual!" He cackled. Celine blew smoke from her nostrils in anger, then jetted off in her spiraling form.

And Aranon was once again alone in the cove.

=0=

**Let the bromance commence! Cuties.**

**Review. Review. Review. I know there are people out there stalking and not reviewing – you should feel guilty right now, possibly angst. I don't care if you just write a little blurb or note – just review, and you will make my day.**

**Those of you who already review – I love you. I would hug you if I knew who you were or where you lived. And I would deliver roses to you if I wasn't cheap. And I would frame your names on my wall if there was room. **


	10. The Most Ferocious Kitten

**Quick note for all you lovely people: The 'See You Tomorrow' sequence is the most challenging to write because it's a montage, since they don't give much to work with in those little clips. This is going to be interesting...**

**Stupid title thingy won't cooperate with my obscenely long chapter title. The full title of this chapter is "The Most Ferocious Kitten in the Archipelago".**

**Without further ado...**

* * *

><p>Aranon woke that morning to the pleasant sound of rushing water.<p>

It had rained relentlessly the night before, putting the dragon into a rather sour mood while he held his wing over him to repel the water, but it must have set something off outside of the cove, because a waterfall had appeared on the far side from his rock bowl nest.

The rain must have caused the riverbed to shift by washing a few rocks and dirt away, and now a small stream of water tumbled over the side of the cove and into the pond. The water level had rose considerably because of this, but also spread so much that it reached a crack in the cove wall, and the water soon turned clearer and revealed the living fish that now swam happily through the water.

Aranon slipped into the pond, the surface warmed by the morning sun, and slipped through the water like a seal. The water shed off of his scales as if he was covered in oil.

It was rather refreshing, and the water tasted fresh in Aranon's mouth, which was very welcome after only drinking the scummy water for the past days.

The Night Fury dove under the water, searching inside the log that sat on the bottom of the pond. But just as he poked his head in, a giant fish jetted out, stirring up muck from the pond bottom. Aranon whipped his head around, following the enormous brown catfish that wriggled away in the water. Aranon watched in astonishment – the fish was easily as large as his head. He realized that his heart was kicking against his ribcage, a heavy thudding to his water filled ears.

In sudden remembrance that he was not a fish and needed to breathe, Aranon kicked off from the bottom, then burst out of the pond and onto the shore, panting. He shot a dirty look back into the pond, where the catfish was looking back at him with its cataract laden eyes, staring at him blankly, mouth agape.

"Never again, I swear it." Aranon said harshly to the fish, which responded by returning to its log. The Night Fury huffed in exasperation. Dirty, rotten catfish with it's disgusting, foul, stupid face. He was the Warhawk, and somehow, he had been frightened by a bottom feeder. This was unacceptable. He fired off a plasma blast at a nearby rock, then another. And another. Once he had reached his shot limit and only did a blue smoke come from his mouth did he stop his crusade against the now non-existent rock – for that matter, all the rocks in that general vicinity were reduced to molten ooze.

Aranon suddenly felt a strange sensation on his head, niggling behind his ear plates. He swiped at it with his foot, to reveal a very small dragon. And by small, it was very, _very_ small.

It squeaked and pecked at his foot with its strange tube-like beak, its little tongue slipping in and out like a hummingbird's. A Brainpicker. The Night Fury was momentarily startled, then quickly put his full weight on the reedy little dragon. The sturdy shell popped and the small dragon was crushed. Remorse didn't exist where none was due. Brainpickers were savage little dragons that, true to their names, sucked the brain out of their victim by the ear holes using their special beaks. Every dragon species was deathly afraid of them, even dragons who didn't even have ears. He didn't chide himself for being frightened this time – there was no shame in being scared of a Brainpicker.

Luckily, Brainpickers were rare as they were dangerous, and almost never gathered in packs unless in mating, which was, thankfully, not very often. Aranon scooped a hole in the earth, then brushed the crushed body into it. He shoveled the dirt back over and packed it down. He didn't want to see the awful little dragon ever again.

With a swish of his tail, the patch of dirt looked like it had always been like it was there, aside from some darker streaks from the wet dirt beneath. So easily forgotten. It would never be missed, however much it was feared.

Aranon didn't know whether or not that was the case with his own reputation at the Crescent Isle. He didn't doubt that some had forgotten him, especially the pups, they had the attention span of sparrows, but he had always gotten along well with them. Raising pups on the Crescent Isle could be counted as communal upbringing. While pups spent a lot of time with their parents, they would sometimes wander off for more than weeks at a time, circuiting the colony.

Two particular pups that usually hung like shadows behind himself and Tempest went by the names Abernea and Heldane. The two cheekiest like monsters to grace the Isle with their antics and never ending schemes. There were bets on how their pups would turn out some day. Besides Tempest, they were probably the dragons he missed the most from the Crescent Isle.

The Night Fury scolded himself for becoming homesick. His work here was not finished. But would it ever be?

* * *

><p>Hiccup sidled down the steep slope into the cove, jumping off clumsily when his momentum grew, the satchel that looped over his chest swung wildly. He wasn't too ungainly, but his natural aura just reeked of awkwardness. And Zippleback. Also faintly of eel. But more importantly – of Zippleback.<p>

Aranon bounded up to the boy, smelling the fin he carried in his spindly arms with pup-like excitement. It smelled of human sweat and fire, as well as old leather.

"What do ya think of that, eh, Toothless?" Hiccup smiled, holding out the prosthetic out closer for the Night Fury to inspect. "I padded it for ya." He noted with satisfaction that the inside of the wooden tube had been padded with old, worn leather that would be soft on his tail.

Aranon sneezed. The tail also smelled like Zippleback gas which, to dragons, had a distinctive peppery smell. The Zipplebacks liked it, but other species couldn't control their reflexes. The Zipplebacks found that amusing to no end also. The smell of eel didn't help either.

The dragon cooed, bringing his tail around to the human, he wouldn't mind giving flying another shot, but the Viking seemed to have other ideas. Hiccup smiled weakly and produced a small clay pot from his bag. He broke the seal and showed it to Aranon.

Inside was a gross looking green paste, the ridges still on it from being scraped into the pot. Aranon cringed back, skepticism written clearly across his face. He hoped to Nótt that the human didn't expect him to eat it. He hesitantly stuck his tongue out.

Hiccup laughed, closing the pot. "It's not for eating – it goes on your tail. I snitched it from Gothi's hut after training. Don't look at me like that," The Viking indicated to Aranon's tail, "If you want infection to stay out, you'll need this."

The Night Fury rumbled in contempt, then allowed the boy to take hold of his injured tail. Hiccup sat cross legged with the tail in his lap, then motioned for Aranon to lay down also. Aranon obliged, laying behind the human to receive a better look of what was being done to his tail.

The pot was opened again, the cloying scent of crushed flowers snaked into his nose. Hiccup scooped the paste from the pot with a cupped hand, then gobbed it onto the wound. He slathered it along the abrasion, and Aranon purred as a warming sensation blossomed in the area – it certainly felt like it was healing already.

Hiccup went to the water to wash his hands of the poultice, then returned to Aranon's side, humming.

Aranon lay his head on the ground, his eyes half-closed with narcotic-induced bliss, listening to his human hum. That's when he felt a strange sensation on his tail. He whipped his head up, then shook his tail away from Hiccup. "What do you think you're doing?" He asked in annoyance.

The Viking grasped the tail again, then persistently began doing what he was doing before – wrapping a long, yellowed strip of cloth around his tail fin. Hiccup furrowed his brow, "Well, how would you bind it?"Aranon snorted. _I wouldn't bind it at all._ "Look, I can't wrap it any other way, and if I don't wrap it at all, you'll start scratching it against rocks and open your wound up again. Then we definitely won't fly and you'll be down two tail fins."

Aranon huffed in disdain, then allowed Hiccup to wind the cloth around his tail. The poultice oozed and soaked into the yellow strips of bandage, and the cloth bound his remaining fin against his tail tightly into the most uncomfortably position imaginable.

Hiccup tied it off, observing his handiwork. But Aranon was less than unimpressed. Within a matter of minutes, the pup had managed to turn his tail into a cloth-bound club. "Any apology you attempt to make up will not be accepted." Aranon said blankly, hitting the boy over the head with the cloth tail bludgeon.

The Viking scowled, rubbing his head. "Just wait until it starts to itch, you big baby, then you'll be glad this is on there."

Aranon narrowed his eyes. "I see how it is," then he stood up and stalked off, dramatically dragging the bandages behind him. But when Hiccup didn't turn around to follow his progress, Aranon slipped behind him silently, then grabbed him by back of the shirt collar.

"Wha-" Hiccup started, his limbs flailing as the Night Fury transferred the human like a young pup towards the water's edge. "Toothless, put me down!"

Aranon grinned cheekily, "Wish granted." And with that, dropped Hiccup into the pond.

The human came up sputtering; he glared at Aranon, "Is this going to become a regular thing with you? Do you enjoy my suffering?" When the Night Fury chirred, he was greeted by a splash to the face.

He looked at his human in astonishment. "Did you just-" he narrowed his eyes, "Oh it's on, pup." The Night Fury reared up then smashed his front feet down into the water.

A wave rose on the surface of the pond, then smacked Hiccup in the face, driving the boy under the water. He resurfaced, "Toothless, you are _so_ getting it!"

The dragon huffed and pressed Hiccup back in with a forefoot, "You smell awful, like Zippleback gas and eel. You'll thank me when the hounds of your village don't run to the hills at the smell of you. The dogs will thank me too, for saving their noses."

* * *

><p>Hiccup sprawled on the ground next to Aranon, his arms and legs spread-eagle in the sparse grass. Aranon was laying beside him, marveling at the miracle of hair. He rubbed it with his head, ran it through his teeth, even licked it. It truly was a strange thing. Meanwhile, Hiccup was telling him about the other humans in his colony.<p>

"The twins, Ruffnut and Tuffnut – they aren't too bad, except for that one time they hung me upside down off the dock, or the time they set their hounds on me, or that time when – you know what, they're actually horrible people."

Aranon huffed in agreement, rustling his human's auburn hair with his snout, then blowing it flat with his heavy breaths.

"Fishlegs isn't too awful, I mean, he doesn't bully me like the others, but he doesn't say anything either. And I guess that's just as bad." Hiccup rubbed the Night Fury's jaw, making the dragon rumble in happiness, "Gobber; you could say he's always been there for me. I've apprenticed to him since I was little – well – littler. Makes fun of me like the rest of 'em, but he's the nicest by far."

The Night Fury leaned forward, getting more into the scratching. But Hiccup's hands dropped, "And then there's my dad – Stoick the Vast." He puffed up his chest, mimicking a stronger man. He put on a fake accent, "Big an' strong and burly!" he dropped the impersonation, his chest deflating back to its original, scrawny form. "He just doesn't understand, he wants me to be a great big Viking. That's not going to happen very soon, probably... never at the rate I'm going."

Aranon warbled indignantly as Hiccup moved, making the ordeal of combing his human's hair more difficult than it had to be, seeing he didn't have opposable thumbs like the Viking, or even fingers for that matter – or hands.

Hiccup stayed in his laying position, staring at the sky turning dusk overhead, "Toothless, I don't think I'll ever be a Viking. No matter what I do, I'll probably just end up being shoved into a box – quite literally." He swiveled his head to Aranon, "And you know what? I don't think I want to be a Viking, cause I have you."

The dragon continued his conquest of Hiccup's head, beginning to hum. It was no particular tune or order; just a series of pitches that tired parents used to settle their pups down, it had the same narcotic effect to them as the green paste of the humans.

The Viking smiled, "For the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself, you act like a giant kitten." Aranon cooed, he didn't know what a kitten was, but they must be fearsome creatures with large teeth and intimidating claws, perhaps a good set of poisonous spines. The most ferocious creatures in the archipelago.

Aranon suddenly jerked his head back, then he rolled over. He came face to face with the ball on his tail. Nótt, the human was right; the thrice damned poultice was _itchy_. Hiccup bolted up, "Toothless? Toothless, spit it out!" Aranon paused; the ball of bandages was in his mouth in his attempt to rip it off in order to get to the itching skin beneath. He kept it in his mouth, assuming an innocent demeanor. But his lower jaw was discreetly working at the binding. But Hiccup set his jaw, "I told you this would happen, didn't I?"

Aranon grumbled. Then unwillingly spat the soaking wad out of his mouth when Hiccup started to pry his mouth open, Aranon only complied so that the human wouldn't strain himself from the effort. "You're going to kill yourself someday, sticking your hands in a dragon's mouth. Honestly," Aranon snorted, smacking the pasties on the roof of his mouth away with his tongue.

The human assessed the damage on the cloths, then dropped the wad nonchalantly on the ground. "You're lucky those didn't come out in your mouth – otherwise your tongue would start to swell." Aranon widened his eyes in question and Hiccup sighed, "The twins pranked me a few years back, haven't eaten chicken since."

Aranon chirred.

"What? You think that's just hilarious, don't you?" Hiccup's face twisted in distaste of the dragon's humor, "Well, I'm not the one who's going to suffer the itchy stuff, am I?" That shut Aranon up.

* * *

><p>The next day, Aranon saw Hiccup slip into the cove holding the strangest thing. It a flat oval, made from pleated leather strips and buckles attached by longer leather straps.<p>

He set it against a rock, then strode over to the waiting dragon, who willingly offered the bandaged tail to him. The human accepted the cloth-bound tail with a smile, then set to work cutting the linen loose with his dagger, the knot too haphazardly twisted by Aranon's exploits for even Hiccup's nimble fingers. Aranon purred gleefully when Hiccup peeled off the poultice, which had become a putrid solid on the dragon's tail as it leeched out infection. The dragon wiggled his living tail fin in experimentation, his ears pricked up in excitement when it still responded to him after being entrapped for a day.

Hiccup smiled at the dragon's pleasure, then opened the fish basket, which Aranon pounced on in anticipation. He wasn't too hungry, as dragons didn't have to eat much to stay alive, so he picked for his favourites. Cod, haddock, and the choice salmon. He had to be careful, or Hiccup would let him become fat.

The human grinned at the dragon's enthusiasm, then retrieved the prosthetic from its cache in the wall, clipping it onto Aranon's tail. The Night Fury barked happily as Hiccup tested it, pulling the rods into the various positions.

Hiccup fetched the pleated leather oval from its propped position against the rock, then hoisted it up for the dragon to see. "This, Toothless, is a saddle." Hiccup held it up triumphantly, like he thought it the best idea in the world to place it on the Night Fury's back. Aranon had a whole different line of thinking.

He crouched in challenge, eyes wide in anticipation of the chase, then bounded off. The pup chased after him, "You have to catch me first!" the dragon barked, chirring as the human stumbled to keep up.

Aranon suddenly stamped his feet down and wheeled around, flaring his wings. Hiccup tripped over his tail and onto the dragon's back, his face narrowly missing the Night Fury's crests on the base of his midnight tail. The dragon chirped, confusedly regarding his human who sprawled on the ground, holding his nose with one hand. "Loki's teeth, Toothless, don't do that!" His voice was higher and reedy, almost like the drone of a bee's wings.

The Night Fury tilted his head in confusion. Wondering why his human's voice had changed, and why the boy was holding his face – he had hit Aranon's tail on its side, he couldn't have seriously hurt himself. He rumbled, bringing his head closer to assess the damage he accidently inflicted on the boy.

Suddenly, Hiccup leapt up and grappled Aranon's neck with a victorious cry. Aranon backed up awkwardly, dragging the boy along the ground, but Hiccup held firm. The Viking laughed, and Aranon threw his head up in confusion, the human used the momentum of the tug to throw himself onto the dragon's back with a triumphant howl. The Night Fury froze, awkwardly standing, wings flared, with a human pup on his back. Hiccup grasped around his thick neck with arms wide, the saddle pressed between his boney chest and Aranon's hide.

The dragon snorted in surprise, trying to twist his head around to make sense of his strange position – being underneath a human like this was a concept new to him. "What in Nótt's name..?" He stepped backwards in an awkward circle, the prosthetic tail fin clicked and scraped over the exposed rock, "Hiccup?"

Hiccup leaned over and, as if he had understood Aranon's earlier challenge, state, "Caught ya."

He felt the pup's hands slide under his throat, one leading a leather strap from the saddle behind it, the other pushing the strap through a metal buckle. It was tight to his jaw and slightly uncomfortable as it made it difficult for Aranon to swallow the metal links on the sides had sharp edges. Hiccup's hands continued to strap another leather binding further down Aranon's throat, broader than the other, but the tightness was slightly more comfortable than the one situated above it.

Hiccup gave Aranon a satisfied pat on the side of his neck, then slid out of his uncomfortable position on the dragon's back and onto the ground. He ducked under Aranon's neck, checking the girth by trying to slide two fingers between it and Aranon's hide. The bottom was fine, but when hiccup tried to place his fingers under the top one he caused Aranon to gag. Hiccup pulled the clasp off the strap, and the top end of the saddle released. The Night Fury took a grateful breath.

Hiccup pulled off the second clasp, and Aranon gladly let the saddle fall to the ground with a soft _thud_. The human picked it up, then started to mutter to himself, tugging and fretting at the pleated leather with his thin fingers. He crouched and pulled the white leaves bound in leather form his vest and dropped it to the ground, then opened it to an already inscribed page. He started to furiously scribble in it with his charcoal stick. "I need to make the saddle longer – and the straps too. You're bigger than I thought you were, Toothless."

Aranon purred proudly, "Of course I am."

Hiccup grabbed Aranon's tail and stared at it as if to burn holes in the leather. He tossed it to the side despite the Night Fury's rumbled protests of hurt. Hiccup didn't even notice in his deep concentration. Hiccup shoved the white leaves back into his vest after scratch a few more lines into it, then stood up. He took advantage of Aranon's confused state to run his hand over the dragon's smooth back. "I could use your crests to anchor its back in place, but then I should probably make a metal skeleton for the back to keep your spike from tearing the back open, and maybe reinforce it with braided leather. Yah, that could work." He observed Aranon's main body, "You know what? I think I'll just get rid of the bottom strap." He took out his dagger and cut the threads holding the back straps on, "And then I can make some links to go around your legs, like a sled dog." Aranon growled. "But nothing like a dog." Hiccup added hastily.

The human wasted no time in gathering his things; the fin, the saddle and straps, and the fish basket, then make his way to the only exit from the cove. Aranon followed him like a giant winged shadow, making small whines in askance for Hiccup to stay. He butted Hiccup in the back, but his pup only placed a hand on Aranon's head in a soothing gesture. "Sorry, bud, but if you want to fly, I need to get this stuff done. And believe it or not, humans have to sleep too. So I get this done in the forge tonight, then I get a good night's sleep, I fail training in the morning, then I come back and spend the afternoon with you."

Aranon rumbled in hesitant agreeance, then allowed Hiccup to use his head to reach the ledge above, "Be safe, Hiccup." The dragon backed away from the ledge as the pup disappeared under the shield that was still wedged between the rocks. "May Night hold you in her hands."

* * *

><p><strong>Ta da! Another chapter, made by the one and only: Me! <strong>

**I believe I answered the question: (I don't know if I'm the only one who noticed this) why Hiccup is the only one eating fish at the watchtower campfire while the others are eating chicken. Obviously it was a traumatic experience. The drumstick he ate in the great hall before reading the dragon manual – turkey – or some other large bird. I checked; it was too large to be chicken (that or the chickens are like super A&W 'chubby chicken').**

** "****To review or not review – that is the question." It might be the question, but the answer is pretty obvious. Hit that review button. Hit it! Paste your paragraph. Be awesome.**


	11. Infernal Berries and Grass

That night, Aranon found a patch of berries. They were the kind that steals the feeling in one's ears, and makes their eyes lose focus. It had a narcotic effect on him, and he slept heavily in his warmed rock bowl. His tail was curled around his body, acting as a cushion for his head, and the steep scoop in the rocks cradled his body and fit with his wings as if formed just for his purposes. The sparse grass that grew in the cracks smouldered from his fire.

Hiccup was less than impressed with him when he came that afternoon. The sun was past its peak and Aranon was still sleeping in his nest.

Aranon lazily watched the Viking come into the cove carrying the saddle, then let Hiccup search the cove for him, as he didn't know about the Night Fury's resting place. But he finally slithered out of his nest when the pup became anxious, and drowsily nudge his human in greeting.

"Toothless!" Hiccup exclaimed, then quieted when Aranon winced from the loud and sudden noise. But then he scowled, "You were sleeping?" Aranon rumbled in annoyance. The boy's voice grated on his ears, all he wanted was to sleep his intoxication off, was it too much to ask? But Hiccup showed the dragon the saddle, which was longer, and sported two large metal rings towards the back, along with a chest band that would connect the two. "I worked on it last night – you have no idea how hard it was to get _this_ past Gobber."

Aranon had to admit, he was fascinated by the new saddle design, and today, it was much easier for Hiccup to put it on him, since the dragon was much more complying. The strap around his upper neck was almost the same, but was more comfortable and Hiccup had added a small cover over the hand hold, and the metal links were kinder on his hide after being ground down. Hiccup had a harder time explaining to the dragon that the harness wouldn't work properly if Aranon didn't put his legs through the metal loops. After a heated – rather one sided – argument, Aranon accepted his loss and testily thrust his legs through the metal loops.

"I hope you're happy." Aranon snorted.

But Hiccup was busy under the Night Fury's chest, linking the two leg loops by the chest strap of the harness. "You're doing great, Toothless – compared to yesterday, anyways." He continued by checking all the straps. Running his fingers under the leather girths like the day before. He stood back to admire his handiwork, arms akimbo. "No bad, eh, Toothless?"

Aranon shifted his shoulders in experimentation. The harness made minimal noise, and was just on the fine line between uncomfortable and comfortable. Not bad at all. Hiccup rummaged through his bag and picked out a coil of rope, "This is trial one," Hiccup said with determination, "Hand steering." He took a deep breath, "This is going to end _so_ badly."

* * *

><p>Aranon beat his wings furiously, it was a new struggle to lift both himself and the pup, even if Hiccup didn't have substantial weight, but it didn't help that he was still recovering from last night's berries. The Night Fury felt his prosthetic shudder and slide on his tail as Hiccup yanked on it in his battle with the wind.<p>

The Night Fury set his face in concentration, determined to stay in the sky, but when Hiccup yanked on the rope at the wrong time, the two of them jerked off to the side, tumbling in different directions.

The dragon shrieked in indignation when he skidded to the ground, tripping heavily over his front legs and flipping over his head and onto his back with an almighty thump. The breath whooshed from his lungs, and Aranon lay on his back, struggling to draw his first breath. He closed his eyes, like when he was a pup, Torok would knock him around on his father's command, and closing his eyes had always helped him regain his composure. The Night Fury always found that the trick was to breathe _outwards_ first, to get back into the rhythm, then resume normal breathing.

"Toothless? Are you alright?" Hiccup rushed over to Aranon, "Oh gods, I killed him! I couldn't kill him on purposed so I killed him by accident?! What kind of sick minded god would do this to me?" Aranon continued to struggle for the exhale. He considered kicking the human, but that wouldn't help much. "Toothless, speak to me! Or – you know – whatever dragons do." Aranon had tied his chest into a knot, but he finally let out a small exhalation.

He choked on the first inhale, the sweet air of the cove fighting against his natural recover pace. Aranon wheezed on the next few breathes, then flipped over. His head pounded from lack of oxygen, spots danced in his vision, and his wings splayed uselessly on either side of him like the forgotten playthings of a pup. "Berries and flying... don't mix." It sounded to Aranon to be sagely advice. Of course he already knew that and heeded it from all his excursion on the berry patches on the Crescent Isle – one would have to have a sober friend keep them from taking flight white intoxicated. Aranon was usually the sober one, and this incident reminded him exactly why.

Hiccup laughed in disbelief, taking in the scene of the shaky dragon. Aranon was less than amused. A black tail whipped through the air and caught Hiccup upside the head. The Viking grasped the back of his head, "Toothless, wha-" He ducked again when the tail came back from the other direction, but it clipped his crown.

"This is all on you, Hiccup." Aranon growled, snatching the rope from the Viking's hands with lightning speed. "We are _never_ going to fly like that again." With that, he bit down and the rope snapped, and the frayed ends falling to the ground.

"Toothless..." Hiccup grumbled, picking up the frayed rope, "Now I'm gonna have to splice this together. That's more work on the pile tonight." The boy threw the cord back at Aranon's face. "Make me a pyre when I'm destroyed in the arena tomorrow from lack of sleep."

Aranon raised his head in annoyance, narrowing his eyes. He advanced on the human, making himself as large as he possibly could, "We are not flying like that again." He snorted. Hiccup cringed under the Night Fury's intimidating stare.

"Fine. I'll fix the rope and think of something else – happy?"

Aranon was far from happy with his human.

* * *

><p>This isn't exactly what I had in mind." Aranon grumbled unenthusiastically.<p>

"Toothless, it'll be _fine_," Hiccup persuasively tried to advertise the idea of tying the newly spliced rope around his ankle. But the dragon wasn't buying it. The human had enough trouble with his hand-eye coordination as it was; the hand-foot was going to be catastrophic in this case. That made Aranon shiver when he imagined the outcome of this venture. The pup had made cords to hold him on the saddle by a hook connected to a new human-harness, but the dragon was skeptical. Hiccup slapped the rumbling dragon on the rump testily, "Excuse me, Mr. Night Fury, but I'm pretty sure that_ I_ am the genius human inventor. Not you." He threw the one rope end over the dragon's wing, then took it up again and brought it to Aranon's tail.

The dragon huffed and rolled his eyes. "When Speed Stingers fly."

Hiccup finished hooking the rope onto the prosthetic fin, "My genius will amaze you one day, Toothless. And I'm pretty sure it's hard to impress a dragon – especially a Night Fury like yourself," he said as he threw himself into the saddle. He knotted the rope onto his ankle, then tested the system by tugging on the rope. "You ready, Toothless?"

"Of course not."

Hiccup turned around to try to mirror Aranon's living fin position with the prosthetic. _If he does that the entire time we're flying, we're doomed._ Aranon thought with exasperation. "Alright Toothless, let's get this show on the road – ah – sky."

"Did you seriously just say that?" Aranon snorted as he worked up his wings, a fierce expression on his face as he anticipated flight. "That is ridiculously cliché, even for you."

The Viking patted the side of the dragon's neck, "Let's take it nice and slow today, alright bud?" Aranon snorted in response, eager to be off. "Okay, okay, calm down."

Aranon shifted on his haunches, "Enough talk." Before his human could protest, they were in the air. The Night Fury pumped his wings with vigor; no restraint could hold him from trying to go as fast as possible. Hiccup attempted to lay streamlined to the dragon's back, but was the greatest resistance of Aranon's speed, as he kept lifting his chest and twisting to look back on the prosthetic. He would catch the wind and Aranon could feel the resistance keenly.

But, Nótt, he was flying. Albeit it was slow and arduous as he was hardly staying the air at the speed at which Hiccup set with his obvious lack of coordination, but he was actually in the air without falling uselessly back down.

The dragon chirped happily as they exited the cove. He swung his foot out and clipped the top of a tree with his claws. The spruce swung dangerously as the tip splintered off, the needles rustled and cracked. The Viking on his back gasped in surprise, "Toothless, watch your feet! Honestly, you were worried my footwork would be awful." Aranon barked impertinently at his rider, who responded by slapping the dragon's neck, "Get over it, ya big baby."

Aranon snorted and returned his attentions to his flight. They were passing over a small meadow located in the forest; the sun touched every stalk of grass and lit them like ribbons of Arvendol's Fire. Hiccup tugged savagely with his foot on the rope in his battle with the wind, which resulted with them plummeting to the ground like their previous attempts at flight together.

When they hit the ground, Hiccup was tossed forward, away from the dragon, and the rope snapped and flew away like a spider web in the wind. Aranon swore loudly, flipping himself over. He shook his head. _And everything was going so well too._

Something caught his nose, and suddenly he couldn't think straight anymore. Aranon shook his head to clear it, then he completely understood what was going on. Dragon Nip!

Before he could stop himself, the fearsome Night Fury was rolling in the stuff, happier than a Gronkle in a rock pile. He crooned happily as he rolled in the large patch of grass, rubbing his head forcefully against the substance more intoxicating than berries. "Oh, I needed this so bad," Aranon said giddily, all dignity flying out the archipelago with a Valkyrie-like voice, singing off-key in its drunkenness.

Hiccup stood, completely dumbfounded at the dragon's behavior, at the edge of the Dragon Nip patch. He continued to watch Aranon with awe, but a grin made its way across his face. He snatched up a handful of the grass and shoved it into his belt. He approached the dragon, but Aranon unintentionally swept his wing under the boy's feet. Hiccup thumped down hard on the dragon's wing, he coughed hard when he regained his breath, but yelped when Aranon pulled his wing in to his chest.

Hiccup had his arms tucked between himself and the dragon, so he began to slam his fist against the Night Fury's sturdy chest in protest, "Toothless! Let me out or so help me-" Aranon never the chance for Hiccup to finish his sentence, for he had opened his wing, eyes glinting cheekily. Before Hiccup could stop him, the dragon curled in and dragged his large tongue up the side of his pup's face. "Gah! Toothless, cut that out!" Hiccup pushed Aranon's head away in disgust, then rubbed his long auburn hair out of its spit-stiffened form with an awkwardly positioned arm. The Night Fury gave his human a throaty purr of pure contentment, nestling his head next to Hiccup, who was still cradled in his midnight wings.

"You may be a smelly human," Aranon purred, then smiled toothlessly at the scowling Viking, "But you're _my_ smelly human."

"You're so messed up right now," Hiccup stated in disgust. "You wouldn't be doing any of this right now if it wasn't for this grass."

"You love me," Aranon gave his human another lick, and the Viking's sopping hair stood on end from his forehead. "Admit it." Hiccup hissed in annoyance, and when the Night Fury's tongue came out for another lick, his hand shot out and snatched on one of the two ends. His piercing green eyes conveyed an obvious message – _'No'_. The human slapped the dragon's tongue with his right hand when he testily let go with his left. Aranon tugged his tongue back to himself, nursing the hurt with an irritated expression.

"We need to get you away from his meadow. Now." Hiccup wriggled his way out the bottom of Aranon's wings, then righted himself, smoothing out his twisted tunic and tugging his hair back over his forehead defiantly. Aranon was somewhat attentive now that his captive had escaped from his grasp, but the Dragon Nip was making his thought process fuzzy. He watched his tail flick in front of his face with a concentration he had no idea he was capable of, chirring every time the prosthetic clicked open in its stunning display of leather and metal – to Aranon, it was like a beautiful butterfly. Hiccup groaned, "This is so _wrong_."

Hiccup sidled over and grasped the handle on the saddle, tugging with all his scrawny might at the neck of the Night Fury. But after finally realized that it would be impossible to move the dragon without his consent, the human gave up. Aranon barked happily at him, oblivious to the fact that the human was still scowling at him. Didn't the human feel the narcotic effect of the Nip?

The human sighed, bent down, tugged a clump of grass from the ground and waved it in front of Aranon's face. "Do you want the grass?" He asked enticingly, the Night Fury's enormous eye followed it with profound interest. Hiccup pretended to chuck the clump away but discreetly kept it in his hand, "Go get it!" Aranon bounded after the imaginary clump enthusiastically, chirping as he pounced after the non-existent object of interest. Aranon accidentally overshot on a jump, then slid to a stop in a disordered jumble of limbs like an uncoordinated pup. He worked himself back into order, feeling the hazy feeling in his head disappear as the scent of the grass evaporated.

He sneezed to clear his nose, then shot a poisonous glare at Hiccup, who was casually coming in the dragon's wake of flattened and torn up grass. The Viking laughed, "Gods, I can't believe that worked! Toothle-" His eyes widened when Aranon's narrowed, "Oh no." The Night Fury leapt up and tackled the human, trapping him under his heavy forefoot, his pupils were slits. "Toothless, come on, you know I had to do that." Aranon made his displeasure clear in an ear splitting roar, directed at the human's face like on their first, fateful, meeting. But Hiccup took it with remarkable calm. He flicked the dragon's nose, "I believe _you_ are in the wrong now."

Aranon huffed at his human irritably. How dare he take him away from the amazing Dragon Nip? But Hiccup's obnoxious smile made it impossible to stay angry with him. "Damn you, Hiccup." Aranon puffed, blowing air into the pup's face. He lifted his weight, moving his body off to the side and placing his weight on three legs. "Never take a Night Fury away from his Dragon Nip," Hiccup sat up, his silly smile still plastered on his face, laughter building up in his throat. "For the love of Níðhöggr, it's not funny!"

The dragon's tail swung out, hitting the boy upside the head. Hiccup's smile disappeared, "Toothless!" He hissed. He bolted up and slapped the dragon's foreleg, "What is your problem?" His smile twisted into a frown. "Stop hitting me with your tail, honestly, normally I have a lot of bruises, but you'll give me marks even Gobber will notice – then what?"

Aranon's eyes lit up, "You'll come and live in the cove – then I won't have to wait until afternoons to fly." He nudged Hiccup; it _was_ a pretty good idea. He chirped with anticipation, wondering if Hiccup would actually do that for him.

"Come on Toothless," Hiccup huffed in exasperation, placing a hand on the dragon's saddle to help pull himself up, "we should be getting you back to the cove – it's almost sunset."

"I think you need to smooth your scales the right way and stop acting like a priss." As soon as it left his mouth, the Night Fury felt as if he had regressed to a flippant yearling – although he meant every word he had said. He butt his head against Hiccup's chest in challenge, "You'll never attract a mate if you go to sleep before sunset." His tone was disapproving and grumpy, like he was the boy's sire, forcing him to get in better odds with the females.

"Shut up and let's go." Hiccup didn't understand dragon speech, but he knew the tone, and was obviously unimpressed. He headed back in the general direction of the cove.

Aranon followed the pup into the forest, "I'm just saying, that's not the way I went about impressing the female population. Courting, most times, requires muscle – which you obviously lack." He trotted beside Hiccup now, who was now lengthening his stride in an effort to keep ahead of the Night Fury, "So you are at the disadvantage here, you need to make up for it with your brains, or perhaps your charming demeanor, otherwise all the rogues will fly off with your females and your blood will die out."

Hiccup ignored him and kept walking. Aranon easily kept up with his human, like a giant black shadow wearing a saddle. The trees above them filtered a green light, making the ground dappled with red and green luminosity, Aranon's back and wings were a playground of the dancing light. The rolling ground was littered with twigs and was strewn with logs, some of the logs were scored with tooth and claw marks, they must have been some dragon's claw sharpening tool during the winter of scarce food and poor hunting.

"You might also want to pick a mate that is larger than you, so your pups become a decent size – gods forbid your pups to scrawny like you."

He felt no shame in what he was saying, though normally he would, it was all the effect of the Dragon Nip, refusing to wear off. Aranon was aware that he would probably regret this later, but at the moment, he was too preoccupied with giving Hiccup his unneeded and unheard advice. "Here we are, bud," Hiccup said, pointing towards an area absent of trees. Aranon realized it was the cove, as it was a gaping hole in the ground. "We didn't get too far today, did we?"

Aranon came up behind the boy's shoulder, ears flattened with disappointment. They had probably only flown approximately forty feet. "No. No we didn't."

Hiccup hissed in frustration. "How in Hel's name am I going to get you to fly at this rate?" Aranon nudged him, trying to convey that he wasn't going to drive Hiccup crazy with this problem. If the human lost sleep over this, he wouldn't survive in his 'arena', as he was always reminded Aranon of. To try to divert the human from his moping, Aranon leapt up, then dipped into the voce, his wings like giant shadows spanning from his body.

He had been getting the hang of gliding with his uneven tail, and had waited for the past while for the perfect opportunity to show Hiccup, and this might be as good a time as any. His glide to the cove floor was shaky, but a definite improvement existed between the time of his initial maiming and this moment. Aranon looked back up to the ledge in anticipation of Hiccup's joy, but the Viking's face just furrowed into more misery than before. "I'll see you tomorrow, Toothless." Without another word, Hiccup turned his back to Aranon and disappeared into the trees.

* * *

><p><strong>There you have it folks: Aranon gives relationship advice, Dragon Nip is seriously messed up, and ropes are clearly not the way to go with the Unholy Offspring of Lightning and Death Itself.<strong>

**FUN FACT (For Whovians like me): David Tennant contributed his voice talent to HTTYD – as Spitelout Jorgenson.**

**While some people describe the relationship between Hiccup and Toothless is that like 'a boy and his dog', I think it's more of a 'brother from another mother' relationship. I mean come on, Toothless is pretty intelligent on his own and has a very strong mentality and sense of self, and at times Toothless shows human qualities like sarcasm (he probably got that from Hiccup). **

**Review. Eat ice cream. Hug your best friend. Doodle character sketches in class. Buy a Sonic Screwdriver on Amazon. And Review.**

**Have a great day!**


	12. Dragon in the Water

**Hey guys! Man, good to see all your lovely faces again.**

**I apologize for the late update – I had massive writers block that was unsolvable by icecream, I cut off the tip of one of my fingers, and I massively burnt myself on the underside of my arm. Those are my excuses.**

**Updates will come slowly for the next while, since it's exam season, and I kind of want to pass my classes. ****J**

**So here we are – The Dragon in the Water...**

* * *

><p>Aranon was still confused at Hiccup's disappearance, the Dragon Nip still held a weak grip on his mind. Why was Hiccup not happy for him? At least he could glide. "Hiccup?" He called after him, but no answer came. "Hiccup, you forgot your fish basket! Aren't you going to fix the saddle?" Aranon's chest deflated in disappointment when no answer came except for the silence of the forest at sunset.<p>

"Is he gone yet?" A voice whispered from the trees above the cove, it was familiar.

"Celine?" Aranon asked, incredulous. "Celine, it's been so long! Come down!"

The Grapple Grounder's navy head emerged from the foliage, "So... he is gone."

"Yes. You can come down."

The she dragon wrapped her tail around a nearby spruce, then lowered herself in a coil into the cove, which was far more preferable than her previous crash landing in the water. "Good." Aranon trotted up to her, but the closer he got, the worse her appearance become. Her hide stretched over her numerous ribs, and her usually bright eyes had turned dull. Hunting hadn't been good. Her head jerked up for a moment, "Do I smell food?"

Aranon paused, she probably could, seeing that Hiccup had left the fish basket in the cove. "Yes, you hungry?" The question was more out of politeness, as not to sound rude by assuming anything. Many females of species lost weight while nesting, and there _were_ a few other Grapple Grounders at the nest. But he had a feeling it wasn't that.

"I'm ravenous." She exclaimed. Aranon chirred and dragged the fish basket out from behind him with his tail. It was cleverly concealed in a nook to keep terrors and other scavengers from getting at it while they were gone.

He popped open the lid with a flick of his head and tipped it over, "Enjoy." Celine wasted no time in snapping up the fish.

In between bites, she fit some words in edgewise, "I don't eat fish all that often," she snatched up a salmon, "But at the moment," another fish went down her gullet, 'I'll take what I can get."

"It seems like I'm the one feeding you now, eh? But these aren't burnt to a crisp." Aranon said jokingly, sitting.

"It's godsdamn fish."

"Still food."

"Smells like human."

"It's still food."

"Shut up."

Aranon chirred, but took the conversation for a more serious turn, "So, what brings you here, after being gone for so long?"

Celine stopped her eating, then regarded the Night Fury balefully. "The Nest is not a safe place to be right now, if it ever was, now that I think about it." She pushed the remaining fish away, her appetite gone. "The Queen, she's been eating more and more dragons, with all the poor hauls, and she's not being real choosy either. There used to be seven Grapple Grounders in the Nest – now there's only two. Myself and another female." Celine took a deep breath, "I convinced her to return to her colony in India, but I couldn't put myself to leave."

Aranon regarded his friend. "I would love to let you stay, but I can't." She nodded in understanding. "Food I can do, as much as you want, actually. But for accommodation, not so much. You can't sleep many places on this island without bumping into a Viking, and you can't stay here..."

"Because of the human?" she deadpanned.

He threw her an annoyed glance, "Because _Hiccup_ isn't ready to meet other dragon yet. I'll save you some fish, but that's the most I can do for you right now."

"Alright. But that human is going to be the death of you. I can tell."

"What are you talking about, Celine?"

"Celine gestured to Aranon's back, where the saddle was sitting comfortably, "You're letting him put mammal skin on your back. I believe that could be a sign of you taking kindly to the Viking."

Aranon drew himself up, "It's called a saddle." There was a defensive not in his voice that probably wouldn't have existed the week before. "You make it sound so gross when you say 'mammal skin'."

"It doesn't matter what it's called, I'm just saying that he has you wrapped around his – what do they call it?" she asked him, striving for the correct word.

"Finger." Aranon provided blandly, shuffling upwind of his friend.

She scowled, "Yes. That boy has you wrapped around his tiny fingers, and the worst part is that you actually let him!"

"I just want him to be happy, Celine," Aranon said, playing idly with the prosthetic fin, fanning it at her in hope of getting his scent to waft over, "Heck, I want to be happy myself, but his moods rub off on my like soot sometimes."

"Well, don't rub it all over me, you smell like human." She sniffed the air that he was discreetly fanning her way, "And... Dragon Nip." Her pupils narrowed in glee, she regressed to a mere hatchling under the effect of the smell. "Where is it?" She asked in a bare whisper, her excitement was so intense.

Aranon sighed dramatically, "Fifty somewhat feet, that way." He indicated in the general direction of the patch with his tail.

"I haven't rolled in that stuff for months, I'm off!" She coiled herself up, then sprang out of the cove, cackling in her abruptly good mood. Aranon chirred softly to himself, how easily he had tricked the Grapple Grounder into forgetting her worries, even if she didn't forgive him for it later.

* * *

><p>Aranon woke up the next morning to find that Celine had already left for hunting.<p>

The last night, she had returned with a dreadful slur, and she couldn't walk without keeling over every few feet. She had eaten the Dragon Nip – and a lot of it. Aranon had taken pity on her, and told her that she could stay for one night, but would have to clear out in the morning. When the Grounder had retired to a clump of trees above the cove, Aranon assumed she would be moaning in a curled up ball all throughout the next day, but she was nowhere to be found. Apparently she was taking his request to leave during the day quite seriously, but of course, that didn't mean she wasn't on some beach trying to drink the sand or something stupid.

He sighed; he really hoped she wasn't doing anything that could get her killed, like messing around with Fireworms or playing by a sinkhole. Any dragon that eats too much Dragon Nip seems to think him or herself invincible.

Aranon slithered out of his nest, keeping low to the ground. He dunked his head into the cold water of the pond, which was now much clearer because of the now constant waterfall. He kept his head submerged even when the pressure behind his eyes began to build and his hear began to pound. When he couldn't take it any longer, he whipped his head up.

He stood on the bank on the pond, eyes sealed, ears quivering, his nostrils flared as he took long, heavy breaths. The chilled morning air stung his lungs in a bittersweet way – it stung but was satisfying.

He shook his back, the saddle made an assorted collection of clicking and clacking noises, as well as the dry rustle of leather on scale. It was on there for so long he had developed an awful itch, a small gathering of pins on his neck.

Aranon's ear twitched, hearing a slight noise at the edge of his sense's reach. Branches were brushed aside, the short breaths of a human boy echoing between two close rock faces. "Hiccup?" Aranon bounded over to the foot of the slope, his prosthetic clinking as it slapped against the stone, "What in Nótt's name are you doing here?"

"Hey, Bud." The human greeted Aranon, rubbing the dragon's outstretched head, "I finished training early this morning, and I was able to slip off faster than usual too." The Night Fury rolled his eyes. This human probably had no social life without him – it was amusing in a sad way. "Anyways," Hiccup slid down the slope, then skittered to a stop in front of the dragon, "I was thinking that we take it easy today, no flying or anything dangerous like that."

"Thank the gods," Aranon puffed, "You know, I have a feeling that Celine might be right, but about you more than I. You're going to get yourself killed by one of your ridiculous ideas." Aranon rolled his shoulders, then allowed Hiccup to scratch him between the eyes, on either side of his crests.

"I'm just instilled with confidence from your tone there, Toothless." Hiccup said sarcastically, then began to started to undo the clasps on the saddle. Aranon cooed with happiness when the harness collapsed to the ground at his feet. He hastily pulled his feet from the loops, then happily barked at the sensation of a free back, as the leather had chaffed on his scales and made his back uncomfortably stiff.

Hiccup collected the saddle in a bundle, smiling at Aranon as the dragon rolled in his attempt to scratch the persistent itch on his neck.

Aranon drove his neck into the ground with surprising force, intent on ridding himself of the dreadful itch, but the persistent pestilence clung on like a snake. He growled in annoyance, _Come on!_ Hiccup watched his struggled for a while, then laughed and approached the dragon, "Here, bud, I'll get that for you." He began to scratch vigorously on the Night Fury's hide; his fingernails were welcome relief to the awful itch.

Aranon chirred and angled himself to allow the human to scratch more. Oh, those appendages were a gift from Valhalla compared to the crude methods of scratching that dragons adopted. _Where has this been all my life?_ Aranon thought, asking giddily to himself. "A bit more to the left." Aranon rumbled, his foot raising from the ground.

His eyes suddenly widened when Hiccup reached his hands under the dragon's jaw, _That's a nerve._ Aranon thought blandly as he collapsed to the ground. A warm, fuzzy feeling crept through his veins like the effect of Dragon Nip, making him purr pleasantly.

Hiccup was dumbstruck, "Toothless… what the Hel? Did I seriously just – oh my gods."

* * *

><p><em>Scritch. Scratch. Scritch. <em>Were the noises that Aranon first registered, lay on the ground there. His head rose groggily, eyes half lidded. The pup sat at his side, leaning against the dragon's side, with his sheaf of white leaves in his leap, his charcoal stick inscribing something on an untarnished section.

He visibly brightened when he saw the dragon, "You're awake!"

"No thanks to you." The dragon snorted, "Did a great job, you did, making me do that. Taking a Night Fury down twice – have you no shame?" Hiccup scratched the Night Fury under the jaw in search of the sweet spot, but it evaded him. Aranon gave the human a rather miffed expression, and when Hiccup realized the meaning of the look, he lowered his hand in embarrassment back to his white leaves.

Aranon was curious about the leaves, and lowered his head to it to get a better look at the inscriptions.

Hiccup smiled and flipped the leaf over to a blank side, "This is called a book," he explained. He started to make small strokes on the leaf, "You can draw or write on the paper. It's really useful. Here," he lifted his charcoal stick to reveal a series of lines that looked strangely like... a Night Fury. Aranon squinted quizzically, the strokes resembled a Night Fury, sure, but only the prominent lines on the outside; the ears, eyes, neck, and the ridges of a Night Fury's face were over exaggerated, without the realistic highlights and tones on black scale. Overall, it could resemble a dragon if it was more detailed, as it was extremely rough.

The Viking saw recognition in Aranon's eyes, "Yah, it's you. Really quick sketch, but you nonetheless." Aranon continued to study the picture. The dragon in the drawing _was_ him. But something in it was wrong. After a few moments of scrutiny, he placed it – the eyes.

They were softer than what he normally saw in his reflection, playful, almost.

Of course, the human could have made a mistake, the drawing wasn't very realistic, so it was possible that Aranon was seeing things that weren't there.

Aranon lifted his head, then, to his disdain, discovered that the saddle had been replaced on his back while he slept. His eyes shot Nadder spines at Hiccup, who grinned innocently at him, though his eyes had a mischievous glint to them. "I figured that since we had a hard enough time getting it on you awake, I tried it while you were sleeping."

Aranon growled.

"And it's a lot harder than I thought it would be." He pushed the dragon's nose away with the flat of his palm, "But you really think I'd leave a saddle half on you? I had to finish." Aranon was less than pleased with the human's deception. The saddle would give him another awful itch if it stayed on too long, then Hiccup would have an excuse to knock him out with the scratching trick.

The Night Fury dropped his head dramatically to the ground in submission, sending grumbling noises in Hiccup's general direction. Hiccup grinned at the moody dragon, then leaned over awkwardly to reach his leather bag which was slumped against the nearby boulder. Aranon angled his head in interest, if only because of a pup-like desire.

The human tugged on the catch of the bag, then slid his hand into it. When it re-emerged, it was grasping a clump of withered Dragon Nip. Aranon's head shot up to sniff it, his head pushed against Hiccup's shoulder to get closer. Even though the effects of the grass only occurred when the stuff was fresh, the dragon's curiosity was attributed more to the other smell coming from it. Gronkle. He gave his human a questioning glance, at which Hiccup shrugged.

"I used it on the Gronkle yesterday in training; he started acting like an overfed cat. It was all I could do to keep him from licking me." The human shivered at the memory. Aranon could only imagine.

Gronkles were queer enough creatures; and the effects of Dragon Nip would be interesting.

Hiccup sighed and tossed the grass into the pond, where it floated. "It's going to be hard to keep all this secret. The tanner is going to notice the missing leather at some point, and I can't hide all the projects I have in mind from Gobber." The Night Fury rumbled, nudging his human's side with the flat of his head. Hiccup gave a small smile, then rubbed one of the black ears of the dragon with his thumb, the small finger moving in a repetitive circular motion on the smooth scales.

Aranon purred, nudging Hiccup again, but this time, he kept his head pressed firm against the human's chest. The Viking hesitantly reached up his arms and wrapped one around the back of the dragon's neck, behind the ears, and the other was curled along his left jaw. The strange embrace brought back the spark that ignited the day they first touched, warming Aranon's chest as it kindled into a small flame.

Hiccup brought his head to the dragon's eyes closed, breathing slow. Aranon could hear the steady beat of his human's heart. Softer than a dragon's slow but thrumming beat. Hiccup's fists clenched. His voice came, barely a whisper, but full of determination and thinly veiled anger – anger at himself. "I promise you, Toothless, I will figure something out. We'll get you to fly."

* * *

><p>The sun was no longer in sight when Hiccup left the cove.<p>

They had spent the unusually warm afternoon swimming in the now clean pond, it being the first time they had voluntarily been in the water together. It was also at that time that Aranon learned that Hiccup was quite unskilled at swimming, and had taken the opportunity to tease the human by swimming around him like a seal. When the human had had enough of the Night Fury's antics, he had packed up his things and left for sunset, despite the dragon's reprise of their earlier lecture on the rules of attracting a mate.

So now, Aranon was left with his thoughts and the lingering smell of human. The saddle and tail fin had been removed for their swim, but hiccup had insisted on putting them back on the dragon so that they could begin flight trials as soon as possible the next day. Aranon had gladly complied as soon as it was mentioned. Failing at flight was better than not trying at all, and two days of not trying was going to drive the Night Fury to insanity.

After soaking up the last of the sun's rays, the dragon brought himself to the water's edge for a drink. He chugged the water, drawing up what seemed to be the entire ocean in those gulps; when he finally finished, he was panting like a Gronkle in the sun.

He stared at the water, and the soft eyes from the drawing gazed back at him. The Night Fury choked up – he wasn't the dragon he was a few weeks ago, the hardened Warhawk was completely gone. He wasn't Aranon anymore. He didn't feel like Aranon, he was much too... different, like Aranon was another Night Fury left behind on the beaches of the Crescent Isle.

The dragon seemed to mirror his movements, copying his expressions, panting from an excessively long drink of water. It looked innocent and trusting as a newborn pup, with a youthful energy. This was the dragon that he would have been, had not the responsibilities of Second been pressed on his shoulders, he would have been like Tempest or his other friends, who chided him for being so serious all the time. The Viking pup and all his experiences had stripped him down to the core, to his true self.

The dragon in the water needed a name, for 'Aranon' didn't seem to fit him. He was not the Warhawk, nor the Second. He was... Toothless.

* * *

><p><strong>I have the weirdest ways of getting into things. I got into the HTTYD fandom like so: I found a Rise of the Guardians Meme on iFunny - Fangirled over ROTG - got into the Rise of the Brave Tangled Dragons fandom - Found the HTTYD soundtrack - Fell in love with the movie. The power of memes.<strong>

**Anyways, where I'm really going with this is that the other day I was looking up the spelling of 'Gothi' on the internet, accidently on Google Images (WHAT IS WRONG WITH ME? I CAN'T EVEN DO A NORMAL SEARCH). And I found this AMAZING comic on Smack Jeeves called 'Ireth and Vespera Fable'. It's a HTTYD fanfiction webcomic that you guys will love. When you find other fans, your mind will explode. **

**See you guys soon (hopefully)**


	13. Death to the Shiny

Toothless. _Toothless._ The Night Fury tasted the word mentally, mulling it over. Toothless.

He squeezed his eyes shut, and an image of Tempest conjured itself up in his memory, calling him that same thing for the first time in his life, giggling uncontrollably as the two of them wrestled by the Salio clearing. _'You're toothless!'_

It seemed like fate had been preparing him for this day, for this moment, when he had to decide what his future would be. The _Sciens_ must have known – must have conversed with the gods. "Toothless. Toothless." He whispered again and again, rolling the name over his tongue like a mantra. It slowly seemed to meld into him, to enter his mind and establish itself as his name, estranging 'Aranon' to him.

From where he lay in his rock bowl nest, the last streaks of the sun had disappeared, and the blue-black of the Nótt's wings swept over the sky, small pin pricks that were stars speckled across it like fireflies. When he was a pup, his mother would tell him and Torok stories of the world, myths that Night Furies had made to entertain each other.

The world was the Great Bewilderbeast, king of dragon kings. But he had slept for so long that his frills had grown the mountains, and his spines the forests, and his sweat collected in pools and formed oceans and seas. His two children, Nótt and Dagr, would wrestle around him in the sky, their eyes forming the moon and sun. The stars would be the spittle of Dagr spattered on Nótt's dark skin, and whenever the moon was visible during the day, one would know that Dagr had his sister's head in the crook of his foreleg in a headlock.

Now, Nótt was pushing her brother into the Oblivion to rest until morning, when their playful struggle would resume.

He lay his head on the rock, his eyes held lightly closed. A frog croaked, deep and throaty, by the pond, the Night Fury could see the moon shining off of its slick back and glassy eyes. His peace was interrupted by a crackling and splitting of wood. He kept his eyes closed as long as possible, trying to ignore the undeniable footsteps of another dragon, crossing the cove.

Hesitantly, he opened his eye. It was Celine, her face right up in his, a smug expression plastered on it, her gold flecked eyes sparkling with peskiness. "Greet'ns, and may I say, that position looks oh _so_ comfy." Her voice seemed oddly out of character, and he realised that she was losing her foreign accent, she was probably spending more time with Nightmares, who all seemed to speak with a careless abandon.

The Night Fury regarded her with an eerie calm. "Celine."

"_Yeees_." She grinned at him wickedly.

"You're stupid." He rolled over and turned his back to the Grapple Grounder. The saddle twisted uncomfortably around his legs, pulling at the metal loops, but at the moment he was too busy being annoyed with Celine to care.

She twisted her head until it was upside down, "Oh, come on, Aranon. You're acting like a whining hatchling."

"As are you," the Night Fury retorted. "Has anyone ever told you that you can act like a pup at all the wrong times? Need I remind you of when you brought me that first cod?"

"That was fun," she grinned, "you were so ticked off."

"Yah, well, I'm ticked off right now." He sighed, reminding himself to be patient with her; she was going through more that he was right now. "What do you need? Food? Hiccup didn't bring any today."

"No," she responded sheepishly, then cast her eyes to her claws, "I just wanted to talk, anything, really. Just get my mind off of other things." He translated that meaning the dead Grapple Grounders.

The male gave her a half smile, his annoyance disappeared like a stars to the sun's glow. He slipped out of the rock bowl, motioning towards the pond side. Celine obliged, she curled up on the sand like a snake with her head resting on the ground. The Night Fury lay beside her at a respectful distance, staring at the water, which mirrored the sky. Stars speckled the rippling water that was disturbed by the fish that nipped the insects that buzzed over the surface.

They lay there until the sky was the deepest black, the moon only a sliver in the sky, before Celine spoke, her voice so low it cracked. "Aranon, tell me your story." The Night Fury was startled, and when he inquired why, the female responded: "You've always been so quiet about yourself, and let me ramble on about India – I want to know what you've been through, how you got here."

The Night Fury paused for a moment, contemplating her request, then he started. "I've told you about the Crescent Isle, but never what it looks like, have I?" Celine shook her head 'no'. "Where to begin," he speculated aloud. "To the north was a small series of caves that dragons other than Night Furies would nest in, mostly rogues and unfortunates that were blown in by storms, it wasn't the nicest place, but it served them. Those caves backed into the mountains that towered to the sky like black spires that sought to pierce the heavens – no Night Fury has ever reached the highest peak. We nest on the slopes according to who has pups, or position in the Colony. I shared a ledge that was near the top with several other families, they sometimes had more than five pups in a year to each mating pair." He laughed at the remembrance of being woken by small pups early in the pup season, tugging at his ears and pulling his tail.

"The Isle's west curve held a dense forest, green as emerald. There was a lagoon warmed by the underground volcanic activity, and the Salio pit was not far from it. It was where we teach our young to fly." His heart warmed at the pleasant memories, "The Eastern curve was also covered with an emerald forest, but had many shallow hot springs that we would sleep in during cold snaps. The farthest to the east was the Black Cliffs – hardly anybody goes there but hermits and outcasts – it was a popular area for truth or dare among the older pups.

"The inside of the Crescent Isle is a giant bay, guarded by two massive stone pillars called the 'Bay Guardians' that leaned towards each other like talons. During the night, the tide would go out and the sandbars at the entrance would trap fish inside the bay, and everybody could simply swim through the water and snap up fish at their leisure.

"At the keystone of the beach was the Council's meeting place, the Crystal Caves. The crystals inside would glow so bright that one would have no choice but to look at the Council on the piers above them.

"And that's barely scratching the surface – there is so much about the Crescent Isle that is wonderful." His eyes shone, "During celebrations, we would go into the forest and look for berries. It would be a game. Whoever found a berry patch first got to eat the most, and then we'd all eat to our hearts' content and get drunk out of our minds. And then we'd dance in the sky or race to the Bay Guardians.

"Then we'd do Branch Flights, were a male would snap a branch from an evergreen tree and share it with a female, whoever let go first would have to catch a fish for the other. Courting pairs would do that."

"You had a mate." Celine stated, her eyes indicated that she wasn't guessing.

The Night Fury smiled, "Yes. Tempest. The most beautiful she-dragon I've ever met. We'd been friends our entire lives before we Promised ourselves to each other."

Celine's eyes narrowed in confusion. "How old are you?"

"Fourteen winters and living my sixteenth summer. Incredibly young by Night Fury standards, but old enough to take mate."

She was visibly startled, "I had no idea. I'd heard tales of Night Furies that could be hundreds of winters old, and still be young. I had assumed that you were ancient."

The Night Fury laughed, "No. My kind can live up to eighty winters, and by then, we're glad to be done with our lives."

She tilted her head, "How old is your mate?"

"Same as I, though a tad bit older by a few days."

"And you have pups?" She inquired, though the male couldn't see where she was taking this conversation.

"No, females become fertile from fifteen to seventeen winters, but that didn't stop Tempest from trying to name every single one ahead of time." His smile faded, "Now I do wish she had to chance to birth at least few of my pups."

Celine was silent, her eyes closed in concentration. When she finally spoke, it was low. "Perhaps you will find each other again, someday, and then you can have hatchlings with her, if she hasn't gone to another male."

"It doesn't work that way – Night Furies mate for life."

She nodded with all seriousness, "Then it makes it twice as easy on you, you only have to worry about finding her."

"Comforting, Celine, very comforting."

* * *

><p>Hiccup stumbled in the next morning, once again, surprisingly early. He had a rope looped over his one shoulder, and a fish basket was slung over the other.<p>

"Hey Toothless," He said, dropping the fish basket for the dragon to get at, which he gladly did. "Lessons were canceled today, Gobber had a bad case of... you know what? I'm not going to tell you that, you should be sheltered from that kind of stuff about humans."

Toothless snorted. Whatever it was, it probably was nasty. Considering what Hiccup had told him; apparently Gobber was the epitome of grimy Vikings across the archipelago. In this case, the Night Fury really didn't want to know, he silently thanked the gods, known and unknown, that Hiccup wasn't sharing that particular information.

He gulped down a salmon, and much to his dismay, realized that he had eaten through the entire basket already – Hiccup had only filled it half way. He grunted at his human in disappointment, and the pup dismissed him with a hand wave. "I can't steal so many fish without the other villagers noticing. I'll take you fishing at some point; you'll be fine until then."

The Night Fury glared at him, but Hiccup's eyes were bright with excitement as he went about Toothless's saddle. "I thought of something last night, I just couldn't sleep. Anyways, I'm gonna put the rope through the left leg loop, and when I push my foot down, it will open the prosthetic more."

Toothless gave him a rather unimpressed look.

"It's not a perfect strategy right now, I'm working on it!" He pushed the dragon's head away, "This is just leading up to the masterpiece that will get you into the sky. If you don't believe me, just think about how every time we've tried to fly, we've stayed up longer each try. And I know, because I was counting."

Hiccup finished attaching the rope to the prosthetic, then busied himself with reeling around the dragon and pushing it through the loop. It pressed uncomfortably against Toothless's hide, but he sensed that this was the best idea that Hiccup had had so far.

The human tied a loop at the end and hooked it to the hand guard to hold it while he mounted.

The slight weight of the human settled over Toothless's stout neck, Hiccup sat back, attaching his own harness to the saddle, then unhooked the rope from the handhold. He reached down and tightened it around his left booth, then tested out the rope. Toothless glanced under his wing to see the prosthetic working alright, albeit it had rather jolted movements and delayed timing, but it would suffice.

"You ready?" Hiccup asked the Night Fury. Without waiting for a reply, he pushed his foot down into the open position. Toothless flared his wings, then pumped them eagerly. The pair lifted into the air, steadily rising into an awkward hover until they reached the tree line. "Hold, toothless." The Night Fury continued to flap, but just enough to stay in their current position, he twisted his head to catch his human's eye to voice his confusion. "It's alright, Toothless." The pup reassured him, "I just want to try something before we get carried away with this idea. Try to close your other tail fin, your living one." Toothless hesitantly complied with his human's wish, closing the fin while in flight even though all his instincts screamed at him not to.

To his surprise, he stayed in the air, but it felt so strange and nonsensical. Hiccup brought the tail to its original useless position against the wooden tube, "Alright, bud, try to go forward."

Toothless was amazed that he hadn't thought of this before. He angled his body to fly forward, and even more to his surprise, it worked, although he was constantly checking himself and kept having to level out. When they reached the trees, toothless attempted to turn, but he had no idea how to without his tail fin, it was what he always used to turn. They were rushing forward at the trees; their bark was coming into fine detail. As a last ditch effort, the dragon splayed open his tail fin. The duo spun away from the trees, now diving towards the ground.

Hiccup yelled and pushed down hard on the rope to stabilize the two of them, but only succeeded at bringing them down on their softest ground landing yet, even though Toothless's shoulder drove into the sand. Hiccup's harness had come off during their uncontrolled descent, so he had avoided being crushed by the dragon.

"That didn't work as well as I thought it would." Hiccup said, dusting himself off.

Toothless grunted in agreeance, but when he propped himself onto his foreleg, he barked in pain, then dropped back onto the ground to relieve himself of the pins and needles that jabbed themselves into his left wing joint. "Nótt damn it," he hissed angrily, throwing a glance back at his wings, but his neck was too short to get a good view of his back.

Driving into the sand had dislocated his wing joint as he had landed on it, his wing had wrapped around his body too far and popping the joint out of place. He groaned.

"Toothless!" Hiccup cried, running to his friend's side, "Bud, what's wrong?"

The Night Fury indicated to his back with a flick of his ears, but when Hiccup didn't understand, he flicked his eyes back dramatically, obviously looking back on his wing. He grunted at the human, "Put it back in you _Stulte_."

The human didn't seem to fully know what Toothless was asking of him, so the dragon barked at him, rolling his uninjured wing and restarted shooting glances back at his injured limb.

Hiccup finally caught the dragon's drift, then moved to Toothless's shoulder that lay in the dirt. He slowly pressed his hands on the Night Fury's hide, just next to the saddle, then smoothed his hands along the scales. He felt along the dragon's leg joint first, and when he found nothing, he moved onto the wing. It didn't hurt so much at first for Toothless, but as the human's fingers moved along to the muscles that usually wrapped around the joint, he hissed in pain. "Stop feeling around you moron, get the wing back into the godsdamn socket!"

Hiccup scowled at the Night Fury's rude tone, but Toothless didn't care. The more the human moved around the dislocated muscles, the more it pain him. "Stop whining," Hiccup said, "I think your wing joint popped out when we fell. I'll try my best to get it back into the socket, but it could be pretty painful – I've only ever done this on myself, nobody ever helped me. And frankly, Toothless, you're much larger than I am." Toothless nodded. Any pain would be better than this right now. Hiccup wriggled his fingers, then took a firm hold of the humorous of Toothless's wing with both hands. "Three. Two. One."

Toothless screamed in pain when the human pulled on his wing, then stifled it when he realized how loud it was, whimpering into his forelegs. "Did it work?" Hiccup said, coming around to the dragon's head and holding it, but Toothless pulled away, shaking his head 'no'. "One more time, okay? I'll get it right this time." Hiccup returned to his position by the Night Fury's wing. He placed his foot at the crook of the joint for leverage, then pulled with all his scrawny might.

"Gods damn it!" Toothless shrieked, bringing his tail sharply to the ground in an effort to ease the pain. And just as soon as it came, the pinpricks disappeared, easing away like they never existed.

Hiccup reappeared around his wing with a smirk on his face, "I believe you owe me an apology for screeching at me." Toothless scowled as best he could with dragon features and whipped the pup over the head with his tail. "Toothless!"

* * *

><p>When the two had settled their differences the hard way that involved a rather precarious branch and a small trip to the pond, they sat by a cluster of boulders close to the wall of the cove, as both didn't want to get into another tangle with the resident catfish in the pond. "Next time it tries to swallow me," Hiccup said sourly, "shoot it first, and don't just watch with that stupid smirk. I really didn't appreciate that."<p>

Toothless chirped at his human triumphantly.

Hiccup scowled, then reached for his bag. He lifted the catch and rooted about in it with his right hand. Inside the bag, next to the ever present book, was a rod of wood. Hiccup grasped it with his long gingers, then pulled it out. Attached to the end was a solid block of metal with a small ball melded to the one side. Aranon bolted away from Hiccup and the weapon with a yelp, and the boy toppled over backwards. "Toothless..." He groaned, "You stupid lizard, get back over here."

Aranon snorted at Hiccup, though safely half hidden behind a pile of rocks. "Put down your weapon, Hiccup. You're a danger to yourself without a weapon, and a complete menace with one. Just. Put. The hammer. Down."

Hiccup lifted the hammer non-threateningly at Toothless, but the dragon stubbornly stayed behind the rocks – that is before Hiccup came around to him carry the hammer, that's when he shuffled away and Hiccup was the one behind the rocks, not him. "Toothless, if you're going to be around me, you'll have to get used to the idea of weapons – because there will be times were there are going to be quite a few pointing at us and you'll have to keep your calm while I talk them down. So… we're going to start small."

"With a hammer." Toothless rolled his eyes.

"Don't roll your eyes at me," he said crossly, waving the hammer. "Don't think I forgot how you reacted to my little dagger." But Toothless wasn't listening to the last part, as a small speck of light caught his attention. For half a second, it flitted over his feet, then retreated into the shadows, still bright as firefly. "Toothless?" Hiccup asked in perplexity. But when he saw the light and the Night Fury's attentive gaze on it, he smiled.

He crouched to get a better spot in the sunlight, then gently tilted the hammer.

Toothless's eyes darted after the spot, following it at as it skittered along the ground. It was so... weird. With a certain dose of hesitation, he pounced on it, only to find that the dot had moved elsewhere at the speed of lightning, swaying tantalizingly back and forth across the wall of the cove.

He scrunched up his face in concentration, then leapt forward, forefeet slamming against the wall with a force that shook some pebbles loose from the cracks. Toothless marvelled at the little thing's enthusiasm for speed, and it would make the hunt all the more glorious.

It moved once again to the dirt and Toothless sprang after it, smacking the ground with his left foot with a victorious warble. Sure that he had it captive under his paw, he carefully tilted his foot up only to see that the dot had somehow slipped from his grasp once again. He stalked after it eagerly then pounced on it once again, this time, using both feet to hold the elusive light down. Of course, it slipped away.

The Light twinkled at him in a maddening way, so innocent looking, but it was a harbinger of annoyance and sincere hatred towards it. After a failed attempt to trap it in his jaws, being rewarded by his efforts with a mouthful of dirt, Toothless straightened up, murder flaring his in eyes.

The spot danced upward on the wall, enticingly close. If he was to get it, he would have to jump pretty high, and probably use his wings for support. He narrowed his eyes; he would vanquish this hateful parasite. Toothless bunched up his hind legs, then sprang up the wall, scrabbling with his claws to try to reach the spot that persistently stayed _just_ out of his reach. His prosthetic did him no good

He fell to the ground with a jarring thud, and much to his angst, the dot remained on the wall. With an ear splitting screech, Toothless loosed a fireball at it. Hiccup yelped and the light disappeared instantly. "Good riddance." Toothless growled with finality. _And death to the Shiny._

* * *

><p>"I just wanted you to know that I'm going back to the Nest," Celine stated, looking at the Night Fury as if she expected him to attack her for saying it.<p>

Toothless paced up and down the beach, his body was a bundle of worked up nerves. "Whatever for?"

"Don't get me wrong, Aranon, it's really nice of you to offer me food and such, but in the past day, I've had more run-ins with Vikings than I would like." Her head followed his circuit along the beach, easily keeping up with his pace. "This cove might be a safe haven for you, but the surrounding area is a deathtrap to a dragon my size."

He snorted, stopping short on a stride to lock eyes with her, "And the Nest is any better?"

"At least I don't have to worry about getting an axe in the head there." She sighed, "There is special business I have to attend to, something that doesn't concern you, and you won't ask if you respect my privacy and wishes, for the reason is my own.

"I'll be careful, and I will visit, I promise. If the only company you have is that Hiccup, you'll end up as an insane hermit that preaches to the rocks."

Toothless grinned cheekily at her, "That'll make two of us, then."

"You're insufferable." Celine hoisted herself up out of the cove, then curled around a tree, "Goodnight – and goodbye." Then she disappeared into the foliage.

"Good-bye, Celine." A small glimmer appeared in his eyes as her tail barb flicked out of sight, "May Nótt hold you in her hands."

Her laugh could be heard, "You're such a pris, Aranon!" he could hardly hear the last word, so he knew that his next statement would go unheard.

"It's Toothless," He whispered.

* * *

><p><strong>Night Fury Mythology, it was fun, but not accurate. In Norse Mythology, Nótt is the mother of Dagr, the god of daylight. And neither have anything to do with Bewilderbeasts (sadly). <strong>

**So, what do you think? Did I create a good enough vision of the Crescent Isle? Is the bond between the boys working the way you thought it would? Anybody else hate shiny objects along with Toothless? Let me know in your reviews!**


	14. Sheep are Evil

**Heyo peoples! First off, Thank you for clicking on this particular story in the first place, for sticking with me throughout my numerous delays due to other priorities and writer's block, and for being awesome reviewers and not flaming my story! Secondly, HAPPY SUMMERTIME! You know, for all those people on the northern part of the globe... the rest of you guys are in the winter, aren't you... hmm. **

**I went to go see HTTYD 2, and now I won't be sleeping for a month. HOW CAN YOU DO THIS TO ME DREAMWORKS?! I'm personally leading a mob to the Dreamworks headquarters to do a little avenging. Anyone with me? **

**Anyways, here we are… Sheep are Evil.**

* * *

><p>The basket was bulging with fish, the wicker creaked with the weight of its delicious load, and Toothless couldn't say he didn't enjoy emptying it. He went after his favored cod and salmon first, as he liked his sweet fish, then moved onto the fattier fish, which he had decided to eat more sparingly in an effort to stay fit.<p>

Hiccup was going to try a new method of falling out of the sky today, and Toothless, to say the least, was apprehensive but hopeful about it. He continued to eat from the basket as Hiccup strapped and looped things over his tail and wings, hooking this and that to the fin and over onto the saddle, adding a strange new contraption to the side of the saddle.

The things were flat and metal with small straps and buckles sticking from the edges, Hiccup had explained it was a pedal that he could put his foot in order to move the prosthetic. It used a series of strange chunky circles that interlocked and clicked when the pedal slanted in a certain direction.

It seemed to be their best bet yet. If any fish were going onto this attempt, Toothless decided that he would put three eels on the pyre of their failure. Then again, Toothless had been completely foreign to the concept of gambling until Hiccup came along and instilled his humanity into the dragon – dragons didn't gamble, considering they owned nothing they would trade, but if anything was worth betting – it was fish.

Perhaps he would introduce the concept of gambling to Celine when they met again, she would enjoy the idea of chance, not having the fate of your hide in your hands or anybody else's. Yes, she would be rather fond of that idea.

After placing his satchel on the boulder by the pond, Hiccup jumped onto the Night Fury's back with a practised ease, leaning over to strap his feet onto the pedals in turn. The rope that was looped over Hiccup's shoulders thudded against the dragon's hide with each tug of the straps. "Alright Toothless, I have the fin open right now, so try making it up to the top of the cliff – I've found a place we can try this out."

Toothless bunched up his muscles, then bounded up, flapping his wings ferociously in order to pocket enough air to get them out of the cove. He scrunched his face up in concentration and narrowed his eyes. Hiccup kept the fin in the open position so that they could do a shifty glide as far as possible. Like many of their recent attempts, this brought them above the tree line and a little farther out, since they had a stiff tailwind.

The two of them ran out of their luck and air when the tailwind cut. It was all Toothless could do to keep them from going head over tail by hitting a treetop or jutting cliff. He flared his finds and let himself drift to the ground by pocketing the air and letting it lower them to the ground.

The Night Fury landed feet first, then his forelegs followed by hitting the ground with the harness jangling. "Alright, Toothless," Hiccup said, patting the dragon's neck and dismounting, "we can walk from here – you got us pretty close."

Toothless rumbled, walking, walking, and walking. What did the humans find so good about it that they would do it rather than try to at least hop? Maybe even try to sprout wings? He pictured and it immediately pushed the thought away – humans with wings would be ridiculous and admittedly terrifying. It was reserved for the gods and other immortal beings to have the gift of flight, and only their favor of dragons to give them that gift. In other words: leave the flying to the fire breathing reptiles.

Gifted or not, this was how he was going to get back into the sky. Hiccup was smiling like a manic as he showed Toothless the way to the cliffs overlooking the ocean.

It was double tiered, populated only with hock-high grass and small patches of clover here and there, a lone tree stump rose from the lower tier, jagged from where it cracked off and dropped its body to the sea below. The boy took the rope off from around his chest and looped one end around the stump, tugging one end through the loop and taking it to where Toothless stood, waiting.

"Chest up," Hiccup said, pushing at the Night Fury's chest so that he straightened as high as he could. The rope was secured to the strap on his chest by a skillful knot. "Good job, bud," The pup said, testing the knot with a firm pull, then patted Toothless on the underside of his broad neck. Hiccup swung himself up and reattached the tethers to his feet; he double checked them to be sure, placing the pedal in the correct position. "Okay Toothless, we're going to go up into the wind, I'm going to test a position, and then we'll go back down."

The Night Fury warbled his agreeance.

He jumped up into the sky. Surprisingly the wind was strong enough on these cliffs to keep the two aloft without much effort on their part – assuming the rope stayed. Hiccup said some words of encouragement, but they were lost to the wind, which snatched them from the air and flung them into the trees. The contraption flinched and Toothless dropped to the ground.

Now that they were on the ground and the wind no longer whipped in his ears, the Night Fury could hear the distinct scratching sound of Hiccup's pencil on parchment. Apparently he was recording the results of what positions accomplished which. When the scratching was over with, Hiccup indicated for the dragon to jump back up, so the Night Fury complied eagerly – maybe this would have a bet of only two eels on the pyre of failure.

He leapt up into the air, slightly pedaling with his feet to steady himself – it felt strange to be relying on a rope to keep him where he wanted to be. The prosthetic twitched once again, causing Toothless to pitch upwards. His large wings caught the buffeting wind. Before he could cry a warning to his rider about the persistent tugging on the front of the harness, the rope snapped. "Nótt damn it all!" Toothless barked as they were flung back by the heedless wind.

The wind snatched at his right wing and forced the dragon to twirl like the spinner dolphins he had seen on his travels to the southern sister colonies. He landed hard on his shoulder, shy of crushing Hiccup. He hastily righted himself – if anybody back home had seen that, they would never let him live it down. He shivered at the thought of Celine, of all dragons, seeing it. A small exclamation from Hiccup caused him to snap his attention back to reality, and realized that the human had somehow gained the ability to raise his rear without using his legs. It was amusing for about a second before he realised that the tether that attached Hiccup to the saddle was to blame. Not as fun as the first assumption, but less scarring.

Hiccup tugged at the saddle hook, "Oh, great." He sighed, "Okay Toothless, time to pack up, we'll try to fix this back in the cove."

Toothless looked extremely peeved, "By the gods, honestly? You'll let one small thing stop you?"

Hiccup raised his hands at Toothless's tone, "Oh, so the dragon's the genius now?"

The Night Fury lurched forward and jerked the human off his feet, "You'll keep going with this, even with the damaged hook, and if you don't – I'll eat you. Courtesy of _'the dragon'_." Before Hiccup could protest, Toothless dragged him on his backside back to the tree stump.

He might have been pushing it when he picked up the frayed rope in his mouth and dropped it on his human's lap, eyes narrowed threateningly, but it was worth seeing Hiccup's terrified expression as he had to put his neck close to the dragon's mouth in order to retie the rope.

Hiccup mounted again and they continued to test the nine positions that Hiccup had set for the gears, then showing Toothless the charcoal filled sheet as proof that he was officially 'allowed' to untie the Night Fury from the tree stump and get off his back.

Of course, in order to get back to the cove, it would involve a very awkward walk or trying to fly back headfirst into the ravaging wind.

The two of them opted for walking away from the cliffs, but Toothless volunteered to carry Hiccup so things would be too awkward for the pup. No heart to heart conversation was held on the walk back, because both of them were either too terrified or too irked to try to start something. Even the friendly game the two hard started that was comprised of Hiccup flicking the Night Fury on the nose and Toothless licking the sore area, then moving onto Hiccup's hands for revenge with tongue at the ready for the lick.

The entire time, Hiccup sat with his center of gravity towards the back of the saddle, tugging at the tether, pulling it this way and that. Toothless growled in annoyance, flicking his ears and shifting his weight on his hunches to get the human to stop the way he was jerking the saddle.

"Toothless, cut it out," Hiccup said, slapping the dragon's neck, "I'm just trying to get this loose – or do you want to be indefinitely attached to me?" The Night Fury grumbled in exasperation, stepping over a log, semi-intentionally rocking the human to the side. Hiccup yelped and dropped off the side of the saddle, as his feet weren't solidly strapped onto the pedals.

"Now I control the tugging," Toothless said with all seriousness, pulling his human alongside him, not allowing Hiccup to regain his feet or right himself. The Viking grumbled as he pivoted on the tether, occasionally knocking on Toothless's legs or the logs they passed. The Night Fury could only imagine the stormy expression that would be dominating Hiccup's face.

The duo finally made it to the cove, and that's when Toothless let Hiccup stand again. The human swore loudly as he attempted to stand, and when he did, he wore the stormy expression that Toothless had expected him to, but it seemed that Hiccup just couldn't stay mad at the smiling Night Fury. He probably thought that all of that manhandling was unintentional – Toothless knew that he meant every bump and bruise.

Until the tether came loose, this was going to be the most miserable day of Hiccup's life.

They sat down by the pond, Hiccup on his customary rock. The satchel was patiently waiting for them to return, so it was opened and the hammer from the other day was taken out. But Toothless was skeptical – it was an instrument of fine work, with its small structure and whatnot, not being made to bend iron hooks.

Hiccup tried to assure him, "This hammer was the only one I could get from the forge without it being noticed – that's why I've had it so long. It's actually a hammer we used to use while making saddles and harnesses for our horses." Toothless squirmed while Hiccup used his neck for leverage on the hook, "Of course, dragons carried them off and ate them. Nobody's had horses since I was really young, we gave up on them rather quick."

The Night Fury agreed. Horses had warm, flavorful meat that large dragons enjoyed – Nightmares in particular – and were probably more of a target than the sheep and yaks that had hair that would tangle in one's teeth. Sorcha would often reminisce about the food her father would travel to bring her and her siblings, horses being among them.

Hiccup grunted as he pushed down on the hammer's handle, but the tool slipped and spun to the side, hitting Toothless in the tender spot under his ears. He barked and jerked forward in surprise, pulling the human forward off the boulder.

The Viking pitched forward and was flung onto the dragon's side, above of the Night Fury's wing joint. His legs were flung awkwardly to the side, and his upper body was thrown over the saddle with his arms drawn up to protect his face. There was a metallic snap, and Hiccup made an angered explanation, "Damn it, Toothless - that's my only tool I have with me!"

"Take off your harness, then, stupid pup," The Night Fury let his exasperation be known, "it will save me the pain of having to drag your liable human rear around." Oh, how he wished that he could be understood by the human, that or be allowed to knock some sense into him with his tail. If he took the latter course, there would probably be retribution of some sort that Hiccup would carry out in his own manner and time.

Hiccup grimaced when he stood up, as if what he was about to say pained him, "Toothless, are you ready to see my village up close?"

The Night Fury winced, "Gods know I have no choice in this matter."

* * *

><p>The inexplicable duo crept towards the Viking village, Toothless kept low to the ground, his eyes half lidded to hide their luminous glow and dampen their tendency to catch and refract torchlight. Although the dragon was fluid and loose as a shadow, Hiccup was stiffer than a fishbone, every part of him tensed with nervous energy.<p>

He directed Toothless between two houses using the tether, but when the definition of the shadow and light against the side of the one house began to develop, Hiccup pushed back on the dragon's face, "Stay," he commanded in a whisper, dead serious. The human went ahead and disappeared around the front of the house.

"Hiccup," a gruff voice sounded in regard to the boy, who was leaning up against the face of the building.

Toothless began creeping forward when the human had passed the alley, swinging his head around to get a better sense of his surroundings, but partly distracted by the torch. To say the least, the village looked drastically different without the houses erupting in flames or with screaming Vikings scurrying like ants, locking in combat with the raiding dragons. This is how Hiccup knew this village, this is where he had been raised.

He felt another, more persistent, tug on the tether, and remembered the reason for them being here – they weren't sightseeing. Hiccup had stressed that beforehand. '_We go in; I fix the hook, we get out. Got that, bud? Don't roll your eyes like that – it's like you have no faith in me!'_ Toothless had responded with a tart: _'That shouldn't surprise you.'_

But now that didn't matter, because Toothless was still attached to Hiccup by a stupid leather cord, and said cord was leading him through a Viking village by the hip of an awkward pup.

He turned his head and saw an alley across from the smithy that they were about to enter, and he suddenly remembered that being the first place he had actually met Hiccup – granted it looked much different without the fire and chaos and whatnot. He had been on the one roof trying to calm Celine, who was on the roof across. He had heard Hiccup approach with his tiny dagger and had marveled at his foolish bravery, but then had flown off with Celine without a second thought to the Viking child, mostly because he was busy keeping Celine in the air.

Hiccup placed a hand on the tether that snapped Toothless back to present day, sans flaming buildings and scurrying Vikings.

They snuck in through the large archway at the front of the smithy, where a bucket was waiting, smelling awfully good. Toothless stuck his head in it, breathing in the smell of meat and bread, but to his disappointment, there was no food in the bottom of it. He intended to replace it gently, but he accidently flicked his head up, and the bucket flew up and hit the pillar, crashing down and knocking over a stack of weapons. "Toothless – oh, Gobber left his lunch bucket here – don't eat anything. I don't want to you die of food poisoning or something."

The fit inside the smithy wasn't perfect, as his tail was curled uncomfortably against the one wall and he had laid his wings close to the ground to avoid hitting them on the ceiling and causing a more of a commotion.

Hiccup snatched up a strange instrument from a high shelf on the back wall, then jumped back to Toothless, "Alright bud, head down. We need to make this quick." _We'll be in, we'll be out._ How often had this happened? Hiccup thrust down on the instrument, but when force eluded him as a problem solver, he resorted to wiggling and wedging the tool around on the hook to bend it open.

"Hiccup?" A voice called, slightly muffled by the wood, and the duo's heads shot up. _Please don't let us get caught. Please don't let us get caught_! Toothless prayed urgently to any god that would listen. "Are you in there?"

Hiccup leapt up on the counter and through the service window, hastily slamming the doors closed in the dragon's face. "Astrid! Hey, hi Astrid…" Toothless listened to Hiccup's hopeless speech for a few moments before completely tuning him out with a shake of his head.

He started a cautious creep around the shop to get a better look at the girl that Hiccup would often fantasise about, but a movement of a fluffy white object distracted him. "What?" He said to himself, jerking his head to follow it.

A sheep.

It stopped in mid 'baa', meeting the Night Fury's slit pupils with frightened silence. It moved its head slightly to its right, never taking its eyes from Toothless, and opened its mouth to baa to its sheep friends, but another intense glare froze it. A strange evilness possessed the sheep, or so it seemed, because it started to open its mouth again. Toothless took a threatening step forward.

Dead sheep tell no tales to its evil sheep buddies.

The sheep slowly turned, then bolted off. _Stupid creature. _Toothless thought, _sheep are dumb, it can't do much harm._ He concluded, then checked back on Hiccup, who was doing dismally with the female. "… well, weirder."

_Alright buddy, I'll bail you out._ Toothless thought valiantly, tugging on the tether. The hinges on the winder seemed to only want to swing one way, but after a good amount of pulling and yanking, Hiccup flew through the doors backwards and on to the ground.

"Go! Go! Go! G-g-g-go!" He exclaimed in a whisper, jumping onto the dragon's back and ducking his head. Toothless bounded out of the back of the smithy with Hiccup on his back. The Viking steered them around the square so that they could get away, unnoticed by the female. Toothless sprinted along the path that led up a hill, then bounded up onto a nearby rooftop with a powerful stroke of his wings, landing on it without a sound, like a cat. He quietly moved to the next with a light hop, and continued that way throughout the rest of the journey.

Once they were safely on the borders of the village and into the forest, Toothless realised how hard his heart was pounding in his chest, adrenaline shot through his veins like bolts of lightning. Hiccup fell forward in the saddle, letting his arms dangle uselessly on the sides. "Gods, Toothless – we could have _died_. She wouldn't have hesitated to cut _both_ our heads off, if she had seen you. Oh my gods!"

Toothless continued moving farther and farther from the village and into the forest, "It's your fault for fancying a violent one like her," He snorted.

Hiccup rubbed the side of the dragon's neck, "I got a new dagger, I'll just pop the hook out and bring it to the forge tomorrow. No more going into the village for you, alright?"

Toothless huffed in agreement, "Thank the gods."

The two finally returned to the cove, where everything was patiently waiting for them; Hiccup's satchel, the empty fish basket, the moon even cast small shadows over the fading _Salio_ lines.

Hiccup dismounted, then pulled his dagger from the sheath in his waist wrap. He sighed, "I really hoped it wouldn't come to this." He wedged the end of the dagger underneath the hook's plate, then started a sawing motion that snapped through the leather cords that kept it on the saddle. When the work was done, Hiccup pocketed the hook and rubbed the crests on the Night Fury's head. "See you tomorrow."

* * *

><p><strong>Hooray! The montage scene is done! (This was the worst part of this story to write, I must admit) Tears of joy and of pain that is no longer.<strong>

**So, anything you'd like to say? Is Toothless a pushy lizard? Are sheep evil – or just seriously misunderstood creatures? Let me know in your reviews!**


	15. Bonding Over the Prospect of Death

**Woooo! Sorry if this update was too late for you guys... I was busy reading some of your guy's amazing fanfics, that and I had a wedding to go to, which involved more driving than I would have liked.**

**Allons-y, to the chapter!**

* * *

><p>The summer sky was ending as the season slipped into autumn, and the air carried some winter chill riding down from the north. The clouds that slipped overhead were like silver minnows, curling and morphing as they made their way across the blue-white expanse above. Toothless used to watch them during the day, when Hiccup wasn't in the cove with him to distract him with insane notions, they were peaceful, and would help him clear his mind by watching them scuttle past.<p>

But at the moment, he was anything but peaceful.

The Night Fury was still recovering from the last night's episode, which was too close a call than what Toothless cared for – that Astrid pup would've killed the two of them without hesitation if she had seen Toothless inside that smithy, or any other time while they were hopping around the village on their way back to the forest.

Caught or not, the close encounter had made his blood boil with lightning, and he had needed to burn it off in some way or another – the decimated rocks and bubbling water was the result of his plasma blasts, and the torn up log on the other side of the cove was testament to his restlessness. Hiccup had to come soon or the dragon would drive himself up a tree… and probably destroy that too, if he didn't get rid of any excess energy.

A swim was out of the question, mostly because the resident catfish was still angry about being cheated from making a meal out of Hiccup, and would be less than accommodating to any Night Fury that would like to swim in that pond.

Toothless expected Hiccup to be back while the sun was tilting its way into afternoon, which would be quite soon. Although the Viking had mentioned that although there was going to be no training that morning, Toothless knew that he still had to fix the hook in the smithy, and perhaps avoid the other pups in his village also, especially the Astrid pup. The Night Fury shivered, thinking about what Hel she was giving Hiccup today, but then again, he was especially grateful that he didn't have to be in his human's position.

The Night Fury spread out his wings and gave them an experimental beat, blowing dust and loose sand away from him with the force that was in the thrusts. The harness rattled against his sides, the pedals clinking and jingling as the wind blasted through and around the leather straps and metal bits.

He thumped back onto the ground with his forelegs, then turned in a rapid circle, dragging the fake tail fin through the dirt. The wooden tube hitched on the dirt and a few rocks, but eventually came loose and flung the dirt up into the dragon's face.

Toothless snorted indignantly, then glared at the mustard coloured prosthetic. _Stupid tail. Stupid dirt. Stupid. Stupid. Stupid._

"Toothless! How you doing, bud?" Hiccup was coming into the cove, satchel over his shoulder like any other day. He jumped down from the entrance and down to the waiting dragon.

The Night Fury barked at him, "Get me into the sky and help me burn this wretched energy off!"

Hiccup rubbed the dragon's crests on his head, "Feisty today, eh, Toothless? Well, I just need to reattach the hook real quick, then we'll get you up in the sky – I'm positive this is going to work!" The dragon rumbled in agreement, rubbing his head against Hiccup's side, seeking his hand. The Viking ran his hand over Toothless's ears, then set to work on reattaching the hook to the saddle, "This is the new and improved version," Hiccup had assured him, "The hook is a bit more open, so it'll be easier for the tether to come on and off."

Toothless became even more restless, hardly able to keep from shifting from side to side, unintentionally making the job of replacing the hook harder than it should've been.

When he was finished, he patted the Night Fury's neck, "Ready for a test flight?"

* * *

><p>The walk to the cliffs was much less troublesome than the journey back from the day before, mostly because Toothless was eager to destroy any restlessness that wasn't expelled by the short glide from the cove.<p>

"Alright, Toothless, you ready to fly again?" Hiccup asked, vigorously scratching Toothless behind the ears, "I mean, really fly?"

"Hel yah!" The Night Fury whooped, bounding forward to the edge of the cliff, standing at the edge with his head bent over it to watch the waves crash against the base of the rock, booming like thunderheads. After weeks of being trapped in the cove, Toothless was going to fly, and he couldn't wait. "Hiccup, hurry up, stupid human! Let's get going already!"

The Viking laughed, then dodged under the stretching wings of the dragon. "Calm down, Toothless, if you knock me off the cliffs, nobody will help you fly." Hiccup settled onto Toothless's broad neck, hooking himself on by the tether and shoving the cheat sheet for the prosthetic under the clip. "Alright Toothless, whenever you're re-"

Whatever word Hiccup was about to say was snatched from him when the Night Fury surged forward, leaping off the bluff and towards the ocean. The ocean part wasn't a part of the plan, but it took Hiccup several moments to gather his bearings and breath, then check the sheet to click the fin into its proper position. Toothless barked in jubilation, rapidly beating his wings to gain air, using the rough drafts off the ocean to shoot upwards. It felt strange, for sure, that he was depending on a human to make all these turns with him, to help guide his flight as they went past the clouds, away from the island.

"Okay there bud, we're gonna take this nice and slow."

_Ha-ha. Nope._ The Night Fury levelled out, allowing the human riding him to check the sheet. "Here we go, here we go, position… three, no – four." Toothless felt the human shift to look back under the dragon's wing, then he felt a slight jolt on the tail, which meant it had been changed.

The Night Fury stole a small glance to make sure that it was correct for a turn, as the fourth position was meant for, and when he saw that it was, he straightened his head out again. He was _so_ ready for this. He had been ready ever since the Viking on his back had cut him loose from the bola trap.

He gently banked to his right; letting the wind that pushed against them do the heavy work. Hiccup busily fiddled with straps and some metal bits on the saddle, and Toothless felt the human push himself further back on the seat, streamlining himself to the Night Fury's back. Toothless felt the wind slack, so he thrust his wings and continued on the path they wanted. Now that they were being pushed down slightly by the wind as they made a slight descent, so beating his wings was need and was less for reassurance. Hiccup pushed himself back up after he changed the tail fin's position with a series of shuddering clacks, "Alright. It's go time. It's go time."

"Hel yes!" Toothless crowed, drawing his wings in loosely to make the pair go faster and they dipped dangerously close to the waves. Hiccup flinched, but Toothless revelled in the rediscovered glory of flight.

"Come on, buddy. Come on, buddy!" Hiccup called over the wind, Toothless could feel the excitement rolling off of him, mingled with fear, but more of excitement. The Night Fury dipped his one wing into the water, allowing it to trawl through the waves for a few moments before levelling out again.

The Sea Stacks were getting close – something that Toothless was somewhat dreading and screaming for on the inside like a needy pup. Those rocks could mean either painful death or accomplishment. The plan was mostly going to be for accomplishment – painful death could wait awhile longer if he had a say in it.

Toothless soared under a keystone arch, the water and the wind roaring in his ears like thunder as they battered under his wings and against the rocks. A flock of sea birds flew overhead, crying to each other as they flew under the arch with the unlikely duo. "Yes, it worked!" He exclaimed happily.

When he turned back to check on the tail fin, he seemed to forget that the two of them were dodging through the Sea Stacks. Toothless didn't. "Watch it, Hiccup," He warned. That stack was coming up awfully fast. "Hiccup! Hiccup! Hiccup! Hiccup!" Toothless yelled as they slammed into the sea stack. The Night Fury pushed off the stack with his back legs, muttering obscenities and curses.

"Sorry!" Hiccup called in apology.

"Watch where you're steering, you _Stulte_!" Toothless growled at the human, flapping away from the sea stack. He saw another close by, but it would be easy to avoid with a slight tip of the wing.

Of course, it would've been easier if the Viking on his back was paying attention. The Night Fury tipped his wing to turn, but Hiccup hadn't switched the position of the fin, so they slammed into the only other rock within a hundred yards. "That was my fault." The human stated. _Damn right it was_, Toothless thought sourly. He flicked his head to whack Hiccup like one would discipline a pup. "Yah, yah, I'm on it. Position four, ah, three."

The prosthetic clicked again and Toothless started to make a fairly ungraceful assent into the clouds, pumping his wings like a rabid dragon to lift both himself and the human into the thinning air. Now, the both of them were enjoying their flight. Toothless allowed his tongue to loll out the side of his mouth in excitement, and Hiccup whooped and cheered. "Yah! Go baby!" Toothless let out a carefree roar as they continued into the endless sky above them, racing the wind and leaving the Earth and clouds behind. "Oh, this is amazing!" The Viking hollered as the clouds dropped away, "The wind in my – _cheat_ _sheet_! Stop!"

Hiccup let go of the front of the saddle and leaned back, letting himself slip backwards in an effort to catch the parchment, but while the human wanted to go down, the dragon found it much harder to order his wings to stop beating.

In an effort to keep Hiccup safely in the saddle, the Night fury arched his back and pocketed air in his wings to stop their assent, but momentum had a stronger hold on the human than the dragon, because while Toothless was able to stop the assent, Hiccup continued to rise into the sky. Toothless heard a small _click, _and felt the weight of Hiccup disappear completely from his back. Ever so slightly, the dragon began to tilt backwards, the prosthetic flapped uselessly against the wooden tube. As soon as Hiccup came into view, Toothless choked. "Oh, Nótt."

Like all situations, once the worst is seen, everything deteriorates rather fast from there.

Desperate times call for desperate measures, and certainly, this was one of those times. Only swear in the old tongue when in serious trouble. "Damn alle de fordømte jævla dumme ass elendig stultes som noen gang forbannet!"

"Toothless! You've gotta angle yourself!" _You got it._ Toothless agreed, then again, he would've agreed with anything at that time. He threw his tail to one side – apparently that wasn't what Hiccup had in mind, because when he started to spin around, Hiccup started to scream, "No! No! No! Come back towards me, come back – ow!" Toothless swore it was an accident, batting Hiccup over the head with his tail was high on his priority list, but now, admittedly, really wasn't the time he thought he would do it. He pushed that thought aside and flipped his wings in a last ditch to get to his human. They had to get closer if they were both to survive, because slamming into the water at this speed would kill both of them.

"Grab the damn saddle!" He roared, stretching his stout neck as far as he possibly could towards the human, who was now closer to him than before, "Grab it!" He felt a tug as Hiccup jerked back on the handhold when he grabbed it.

The tether was reconnected with a metallic click, and Hiccup began to pull on some of the pedal straps and rods frantically, in order to get them back in place. Toothless twisted in the air in an attempt to right himself, but his wings kept catching the air all the wrong ways and flipping and jostling him and Hiccup as they fell.

Finally, the underside of the dragon's wings caught the air, the previously dislocated left wing threatened to pop out again, but it held. Toothless screeched as he continued the suicidal descent towards a thick cloud of fog that hung over the water. They had a chance of making it if they were able to dive into the water at such an angle that they would escape with their lives – along with a couple broken bones for their efforts. But it was better than going to Hel in one piece.

That's when the stacks came into view through the thick fog. "Hiccup! Do something! Hurry up! Oh gods! Oh gods!" Toothless screeched as they sped towards the stone spires. The human pup yelled from his back, pulling back on the saddle's handhold with all his strength. One hand was suddenly ripped from the hold, but quickly reconnected.

Toothless didn't remember what happened in that split second, and never would, but what he knew that as soon as that hand came back in contact with the saddle, some sort of agreement passed between the human and dragon. An agreement that was deeper and harder to break than blood.

It was their _bond_, undeniable and straight up in their faces with the subtlety of a lightning strike. This was their time to prove, to both themselves and each other, that it existed and that they depended on it.

The prosthetic clicked, and it seemed to Toothless like Hiccup wasn't even on his back anymore; it was just the Night Fury and the obstacle of nature before him. The first turn was to a slight bank to the right, so that their next turn didn't have to be too sharp. At the speed they were going, they didn't have to careful; they had to trust their instincts. Stack after stack Toothless dodged, the wind whistled in the dragon's ears and invigorated him, he roared, the adrenaline shot through his veins like buzzing lightning.

The Sea Stacks rushed past in blurs, Hiccup slammed his heel backwards, which sent the two of them spinning like a Typhoomarang through the stacks into the final stretch – Toothless could see a small sliver of the ocean through the twisted spires of grey rock.

Two more gut wrenching twists and the duo burst out of the labyrinth of rocks.

It took Toothless a full second to fully realize that he was alive. _Holy Nótt. _His mind still didn't seem to be functioning properly, the adrenaline that pumped through seemed to make bits and pieces flash out and be replaced with flashes of white.

"Yah!" Hiccup yelled, throwing his hands up in the air. The cry of jubilation snapped Toothless from his funk. Not to be outdone in the celebration, the Night Fury shot out a plasma blast in front of them. The blue orb dissolved into cooler, but still intense, red flames that he made sure they flew through. Hiccup lowered his arms and moaned before they entered the fire, "Oh, come on." The flames caressed Toothless's scales, licking his sides and stroked his wings, welcoming him in a brotherly embrace. Hiccup didn't seem to appreciate the fire as much as the dragon did, coughing and sputtering when they emerged from the inferno. The Viking fell forward on the saddle, arms on either side of Toothless's neck. "Toothless, we are _never_ flying through those Sea Stacks. Ever," he said wearily. "It feels like my stomach is trying to make an exit through my mouth."

"Food should fix that," Toothless said simply, "Do you fancy a fish or two?"

* * *

><p>Toothless lay on the ground, Hiccup leaning up against his side. Toothless had started a fire with driftwood Hiccup had collected while the dragon had fished on the shore, and now the fire danced merrily, turning different colors from the burning salt. Hiccup was roasting a fish over the fire on a stick, while Toothless lorded over the pile of assorted fish that was amassed between his front legs.<p>

He spat a fish head down on the ground in offering to his rider. "Want some?" He asked innocently, still not understanding the whole 'humans don't eat raw fish' thing that Hiccup had tried to teach him.

"Uh, no thanks," Hiccup said, "I'm good." The impaled fish was raised up for reference, and Hiccup returned it back over the fire to continue cooking it.

"Your loss," Toothless replied nonchalantly, shaking his head to ride himself of an itch. After the adrenaline had burnt off, the Night Fury felt shot, and he badly needed to fill his belly to replace the energy that he had burnt through in the Sea Stacks. The fishing had been a good way to wind down, but he really needed to blow out another fireball – but that would scare Hiccup if a flaming ball of death blew half of the cliff down. He'd shoot it out into the pond, maybe into a certain log containing a particularly nasty catfish, just to be safe.

Toothless heard a rather obnoxious chirping coming towards them. His head shot up to find that a pack of four Terrible Terrors were winging their way towards the fire. "Child of Night!" One chirped happily, her voice was an awful piercing noise. "Child of Night hunts with human! Leaf sees a human!" Terrors are ridiculous, and didn't have the mental capacity to reach beyond speaking in the third perspective.

One of her companions chimed in, he had a red back and green belly. "Child of Night fishes for human! Rock thinks Child of Night is sick in the head!"

"Stick _knows_ Child of Night is sick in the head!" Another male laughed loudly, a red one. "Child of Night has mammal skin on Child of Night's back!"

The fourth and final Terror, a small green female squeaked, "Will sick in the head Child of Night share fishes with Trout? Trout likes fish."

Hiccup fearfully placed his arm onto Toothless's side, the dragon could tell that Hiccup was relying on him to make sure he stayed safe from the Terrors. Toothless growled in warning, curling his forelegs around the fish protectively, raising his wing over Hiccup's head to show his ownership of the human to the smaller dragons. "Get back or I'll make _you_ sick in the head!"

The Terrors landed on the ground, chirping and scuttling towards the Night Fury and his human.

Stick tried to snatch the fish that Toothless had originally regurgitated for Hiccup, but while Toothless was busy snarling him away, Trout made a grab for it. "Trout likes fish!" She chirped as she grabbed the. She dragged it away, looking around rather proudly by her steal, but was challenged for it by Stick. She grew rather upset, "Trout's fish! Stick – go away from Trout's fish!" Stick pumped his body up in down to intimidate her, but when Trout started to work up a fire blast, he darted off and flew away, cursing Trout and her fish. Toothless regarded them with disgust and annoyance. _Stupid Terrors._

Suddenly, a fish made a dramatic appearance by popping upwards with a rather gross popping noise. _You've gat to be kidding me._ Toothless wasn't too sure what he was seeing, but as soon as a red Terror's tail appeared through the pile of fish, followed by the rest of Rock, the Night Fury made a grab for the fish. "I caught this, get your own," he growled, then jerked the fish away from the Terrible Terror.

Rock fell back on his tail with an expression of disbelief, but Toothless laughed in mocking victory, not sparing the Terror of any embarrassment from his fellow Terrors. The little dragons chirred along. "Child of Night put Rock on Rock's bottom!" Leaf pointed out in delight, her voice still grated on Toothless's ears. The Night Fury regarded the recovering Terror, but then found that the little pest was working up a fireball – kicking up the metaphorical dust and bracing himself for an attack. He rose up on his hind legs, puffing his little chest out as far as he could, and opened his mouth, gathering the gas required for the shot –

Toothless nonchalantly puffed a small plasma ball directly into the mouth of the Terror. It wasn't of lethal quality or quantity, just enough to ignite the gas inside Rock's throat and cause a small explosion inside his mouth. The small dragon popped up from the explosion and tumbled forward midair and landed on his head.

Rock slowly recollected his composure, but when he stood up, the Terror lurched forward into a staggering walk. Toothless couldn't help but watch in smug amusement as Rock stumbled away,

"Not so fireproof on the inside, are ya?" Hiccup inquired of the Terror. "Here you go," Hiccup said in pity, tossing a fish in front of Rock, who snatched it up in a heartbeat and swallowed it whole.

Toothless quickly returned to his fish, only to find that none remained. While he had been occupied with mocking and watching Rock, the thieving terrors had snatched them away and flown to a safe distance to eat their loot. Damn Terrors. Toothless accepted his loss and lay his head by Hiccup so that he had one eye on the fire and the other on the perching Terrors, who were chatting idly.

He wasn't listening to Hiccup anymore, but to the chatting Terrors. In his time in the nest, he had learnt that if you wanted to learn something, you'd listen to the Terrible Terrors, because they heard everything and couldn't keep their mouths shut.

"Queen is angry." Trout stated simply, "Did Leaf hear Queen this morning? Queen was very angry. Queen tried to eat a Monstrous Nightmare, even though the Nightmare waited for her call to leave the Nest.

"Why does Trout think that Leaf left the Nest today, if Queen wasn't angry? Leaf never leaves the Nest. It's easy to be taking fish from big dragons." Leaf picked at the fish she had stolen from Toothless, none of them were swallowing the fish whole. "Leaf wants to leave."

Trout gave a gasp, "Where would Leaf go?"

Stick joined their conversation, "Stick used to live far north. Stick came south to find food, but when Stick tried to fly home, Stick thought 'Stick doesn't want to leave' and Stick doesn't. Stick wants to stay and make Queen happy."

Trout leaned over to Leaf and whispered, "Trout thinks _Stick_ is sick in the head."

Toothless tuned them out after that, dozing, but he kept the Terrors' words in mind – he would think about them later.

* * *

><p><strong>There you have it folks, the Test Flight has been done, and we are now officially more than halfway done the first movie! Hooray!<strong>

** So, does Toothless have a filthy mouth? Will we be seeing Leaf, Trout, Stick, or Rock ever again? Should Hiccup have thought out the direction of the hook more? (I noticed that when writing this chapter, why would he have the open side facing him? WHY?) Let me know what you think in your reviews!**

**Smile – Toothless loves you!**


	16. Whispers of the White King

**Hello Readers! *Waves enthusiastically***

**It's official peoples; I'm part of the Big Leagues! Over 50,000 words! Special thanks go to the reviewers (You keep me motivated!), the fabulous PMs you people send me that give me great ideas, and most of all: Toothless and Hiccup! I would be nowhere without those two. Aren't they amazing ladies and gentlemen? *Round of Applause***

**Enough of me, you're here for the story. Onwards!**

=0=

Toothless was, for the first time since he came to Berk, preening. He wasn't being vain like Nadders or self conscious, but it was almost autumn, and that's when males of any species, mated or unmated, started to... care... more about their appearance than usual. It was engraved in his instincts to lean over the pond and scrutinize his reflection, to check it for anything that would lower his potential as a mate.

Because he was only fifteen summers, he wasn't old enough to father pups – that would come in a year or two. His young age and inability to reproduce was shown clearly by the blunted crests on his head, which would raise and sharpen with age, as well as the absence of jaw fins, which would grow in the season he matured. There wasn't much he could do about those – but it did irk him that he'd have to wait.

He could just imagine Celine's relentless teasing that he would have to endure if she ever found out, mocking him while her hatchlings crawled over him and tried to nip his ears off.

Where his hide had been relatively smooth the year before, there were little pockmarks and crevices on it. His wing was scarred where the rope from Hiccup's bolas had wrapped around his carpals, a second just below his wing, on his shoulder. A third came curving down his left foot down to the claws and then reappearing on his upper leg, and yet another scored around his hind right where the ropes had been unbearably tight. He was licking the scales on his chest when his eye caught the last one, lunar and silvery, starting at the base of his neck and running beneath the ridge of his keel, where he had been driven into the ground by his momentum and had lain. It was the thickest and most noticeable to the observer, and any dragon would view it as a trophy. One day, he would take Hiccup to the Crescent Isle and introduce him to Tempest, saying that together, they gained those scars. In a way, they had.

These scars were inflicted when he tried to snap the ropes by stretching them, and at the time, he had hardly noticed due to the pain in his tail and later his wing joint, where the russet she-wolf had bitten him. Everything was dark like the rest of his scales, but was significantly darkened when the snake-like shadow of a certain Grapple Grounder passed over him. "Aranon!" Celine cried, crash landing in the pond like she used to.

Toothless's head shot up from where he was resting, his eyes were narrowed and he felt less than hospitable to his friend. "_Dear gods in heaven above_, make up your damn mind, Celine! Are you staying or going? Or by chance, have you decided that you want to be a Gronkle now?"

Celine pouted, "That's hardly fair. I come with invaluable information, and you blow me off like a Terror. Aranon –"

"It's Toothless."

"You'll always be Aranon to me."

He couldn't win this; he'd have to chip away at that front gradually. "Tell me what you want Celine. You told me that you were going back to the Nest, and now you're back."

"I told you when I left here that my reason was my own – and I'm telling you now; I was experimenting," Celine admitted, "and I have my answer to what I was looking for, and I'm going to tell you, if you'll let me." Toothless nodded to his friend in indication to continue; interrupting her wouldn't do him much good. "You remember how I told you how I told the other female Grounder to go back to her colony in India, and guess what; I found her back at the Nest."

Toothless was shocked. "What was she doing there?" He choked out.

"That's just it though," Celine said earnestly, "She said that she wanted to stay because the Queen 'needed' her to be happy, that she couldn't bring herself to leave when the Queen needed as many dragon as she could get.

"I heard some Terrors talking about that yesterday," Toothless said thoughtfully, earning him a knowing glance.

"It got me thinking. Think back to that one day on the beach, when I said that I just didn't want to go home." Toothless did remember. It seemed like ages ago, but he remembered it clearly. "My theory is that the Queen doesn't work with mind control, she's sneaky, and entraps you with your own thoughts and uses them against you so you won't be inclined to leave her."

"Is that a fact or a guess?"

"It's a hunch, and a right good one of that. I started asking around, and when I asked _why_ they didn't leave, other dragons would say that 'they didn't want to' or they didn't 'quite know'. To see for myself, I flew to the edge of the Murderous Mountains, and I touched the farthest peak, and I had every intention of continuing on. And do you know what happened?" Toothless remained silent. Celine brought her head close to his, her gold flecked eyes intense. "I turned back." She shook her head balefully, "I turned back because I somehow remembered that, without us smaller dragons, the Queen would die. And I felt awful about that. I turned back and went straight back to the Nest. Once I got back to the nest, I started hating her just as much as I had before."

"Celine-"

"I'm feeling so… _helpless_ right now. She controlled me by making me persuade myself, by pinching at my emotions to make me pity her."

"You mustn't blame yourself."

She bowed her head, "I know."

They stood silent, it was so quiet that Toothless could pick up the cries of a far off sea eagle and the sounds of the Berkian wolf pack pursuing the resident red deer, panting and breathing heavily through flared nostrils as they bounded over logs and dodged through the trees in their escape from the predators. There was a high pitched squeal from a doe, which was quickly cut off by a crushing blow to the windpipe. It was the cycle of life, but what troubled Toothless was that Celine winced. She _winced_. The Grapple Grounder was one of the most dedicated – albeit distracted – huntress that he knew. How hard had she beaten herself over the head to wince over another predator taking down something _else_?

Celine started to speak hesitantly, as if she was afraid he was going to stop her, but he allowed her to continue. "There's been talk. Whispers amongst the dragons who really do want to leave. They say there's another Nest that lies to the north, one without a Queen, but is ruled by a great King – a white Bewilderbeast. He's fair and kind, and doesn't harm those under his command."

"Good things like that don't come without a cost," Toothless replied skeptically, "What's the catch?"

"He's a Bewilderbeast, Aranon, he has the ability to enter your mind and control your actions. Whether or not he actually controls the dragons in his Nest, that's debatable. It's really up to him."

"Some king."

"He's an Alpha Species; it's in their nature to have mind abilities, as much as you and your plasma blasts are a part of your nature. Aranon," She sighed, "that Bewilderbeast could be the best bet we have at freedom. Someday, you'll see that."

Toothless's ears snapped up at a sudden noise, and it wasn't the wolves. "Celine, shut up for a minute." His left ear swivelled, trying to catch the sound and bring it down to his ear hole.

"I can talk as much as I damn well please, Aranon Nightstar," She replied vehemently.

"Shut up!" Toothless was almost surprised when the Grapple Grounder complied, entering a dead silence.

To Toothless's relief, it was Hiccup. "... Leaving. We're leaving! Let's pack up. Looks like you and me are going on a little vacation – forever." Hiccup sided, "Oh man..."

"Celine, do you want to meet Hiccup?"

Her eyes narrowed mischievously, "Finally."

"Aggh!" Hiccup exclaimed, "What the – what are you doing here?"

"I want to know what's going on. Nobody just _gets_ as good as you do. Especially you. Start talking!" That was Astrid. How in Hel's name did she get in here without him hearing her? That's ridiculous!

"Never mind, it's the mean one. Up into the trees, go Celine. Go!" Celine nodded and climbed up the tree that spilled into the cove, pulling herself up like a blue and gold wisp. It was eerie how she could perform such quiet work with her body size working to her disadvantage.

"Celine – fly before she sees you!" Toothless hissed at his friend. Celine's eyes widened at the prospect of meeting the fearsome Viking girl. Lacking any grace that she usually displayed, Celine attempted to climb up a tree, but a misplaced foot snapped a branch from the side of the trunk. The tree cracked and splintered and Celine slid down, digging her claws into the bark to try to slow her descent, but only succeeded in making noise, and Toothless could see that Astrid had grabbed Hiccup's chest harness and flung him to the ground. Toothless turned around and raised his head, "Oh Nótt, she didn't hear it. Gods forbid Astrid heard that."

"You're right! You're right. I'm through with the lies. I've been making... outfits. So you got me. It's time everyone knew… drag me back… go ahead… here we go… Ow!" Hiccup exclaimed, "Why would you _do_ that?"

"That's for the lies." There was a _thunk_ noise and a strangled cry from Hiccup, "And that's for _everything_ _else_."

"Go, Celine!" Toothless ordered, turned to make sure that Astrid hadn't seen Celine. Lucky him, she hadn't but she sure as Hel saw him.

"Get down!" Astrid screamed, tackling Hiccup to the ground just as soon as the poor boy got back up.

"Hey, hey, hey, _hey_!" Toothless growled angrily, bounding forward and off a rock for momentum. "Nobody pushes my human around – that's my job!"

Astrid rolled upwards and picked up her axe in a defensive position, "Run. Run!" She screamed.

"Don't you dare!" Toothless shrieked, ready to maul the stupid female for her sheer audacity of touching his human.

"No!" Hiccup screamed, throwing himself at Astrid, grabbing her axe and tossing it to the ground. Toothless beat his wings to slow his momentum, but he had no intention of stowing away his anger at Astrid for hurting Hiccup. The Night Fury pounded his feet down in challenge, but instead of Hiccup letting Toothless rip the female to bits, his pup rose his hands up in an effort to keep Toothless from trying to kill Astrid, "It's okay! It's okay – she's a friend."

"She'd kill both of us! You said so yourself!" Toothless huffed, finally lowering himself to the ground in a show of calm – for Hiccup's sake.

"It's okay." Hiccup said to Astrid, then threw his arms over Toothless's head. The dragon wasn't doing his part to make himself seem friendly, the obscenities that he was growling at the female Viking would have been enough to get him cuffed by the elders back home, and no one ever cuffed the Second. "You scared him."

Astrid's face contorted in disgust as she pushed herself from the ground, "I scared _him_?" She asked incredulously. He could feel her eyes accessing every bit of him, as if she was the hunter, and he the prey – she saw his weaknesses, the harness was a dead giveaway, as was the mustard yellow prosthetic. Another fearsome growl was directed her way, and she flinched. He growled at her – he was no easy prey. "Who… is _him_?"

Hiccup straightened up as if he actually expected Astrid to leave the two of them alive after this was over. "Uh, Astrid, Toothless." The dragon sat down slowly as Hiccup gestured to him. "Toothless," he cringed; knowing this wasn't going to go over well, he stuck his hand out towards the girl, "Astrid."

The Night Fury bared his teeth menacingly in a wordless, hissing growl.

Astrid shook her head in disbelief, her eyes never leaving Hiccup's. She stepped backwards, which turned into a sprint towards the only entrance to the cove. Toothless sat farther back on his tail, and even though he was expressionless, he had killed the female three times in his head. "Da, da, da… we're dead." _Really should have let me kill her._ Toothless rolled his shoulders, then turned around and trotted back to the tree in hopes to find Celine was gone – he really didn't want Astrid finding her. "Whoa, whoa, whoa, where do you think _you're_ going?" But Toothless wasn't listening; he was looking for a certain Grapple Grounder. Thankfully, the only traces of Celine were the cracked tree and a scrape in the dirt where the moss and sparse grass was upturned and tossed to the side. "Toothless! Please do this for me – this could be a breakthrough for us. We could convince her that dragons aren't dangerous." Hiccup pleaded with Toothless, who had by now turned around and was trying to avoid Hiccup mounting him by sidestepping and pivoting. It worked for skittering horses and it sure as Hel worked for miffed dragons. "Toothless, come on!"

The Night Fury grumbled, looking at his human with thorough disdain for the plan. "We could be halfway to the Bog Burglar islands by now, and you want to chase the mean one and make her believe dragons can be friendly to people like her?" Hiccup fixed him with a searing glare, which Toothless tried to avoid his gaze. "I know plenty of dragons who would rather sleep in an eel heap than make friends with her!"

Hiccup grabbed one of the crests on the Night Fury's head, steering Toothless's head so that he had no choice but to look directly into the human's eyes. Hiccup's eyebrows were drawn together and his face was set in determination. "We are going. And we're going now."

"And I thought I was the pushy one." Toothless hissed, then allowed Hiccup to climb up on his back and insert his feet into the stirrups. "Don't make me regret this."

* * *

><p>Toothless could be honest and say that he wasn't looking for Astrid as hard as Hiccup. For all he cared, she could go and shout from the hilltops that Hiccup was riding a Night Fury – they would just go fly off to the ends of the earth, or Rome, whichever was closer.<p>

Treetops raced under them, blurring and breaking where there would be a fallen log or a cluster of rocks. It was in one of these clearing which Hiccup had spotted Astrid, and indicated for Toothless to dive down. Lucky for Toothless, she was jumping over a log by the time they got there, arms outstretched perfectly, and he caught her. It might have been on purpose, but he didn't quite remember, but he let her right arm slip from his grasp, allowing her to dangle from his one clawed foot, letting her scrabble in order to get a better grip on him.

"Oh, Great Odin's Ghost! Oh, this is it!" Astrid screamed, now holding onto Toothless's leg with all her might. _Just another day._ Toothless though acidly, _kidnapping wonderful female Vikings who want to kill both of us._ _Thank-you, Hiccup._

Hiccup steered them round about a lone tree, Astrid still testing her lungs with her scream when Toothless flung her onto the most comfortable branch. His wings beat once, twice, then he let gravity bring him onto the top of the tree. Gravity continued its work and the tree arced over under the Night Fury's weight. The dragon's tail swung like a pendulum as he leveled himself out, pumping his wings in an effort not to fall head over human out of the tree. Toothless was aware that the wood was creaking and was threatening to snap and splinter at any second, and he was also aware that he was much too heavy to be doing this – pups jumped through the trees, not adults. But really, the look on Astrid's face made it all worth it, if anything; Toothless could say that he was rather enjoying seeing Astrid's predicament on her tree branch.

"_Hiccup_! Get me _down_ from here!" Astrid commanded, punctuating her demand by kicking both of her legs.

"You have to give me a chance to explain!" Hiccup said, shifting his weight backwards on Toothless's saddle.

"I am not listening..." She swung her arm out to shuffle along the branch, "... to _anything_ you have to say!"

"Then I won't speak... just let me show you," Hiccup pleaded. Astrid looked down to the ground, as if weighing her chances of being able to jump down and calculating how far she could get before Toothless caught her again. "Please. Astrid." Astrid hauled herself over the branch, then threw her leg up and pulled herself into a crouch; Toothless could hear her muttering curses under her breath.

When she put up her hand to touch his side, Toothless growled. "Watch it, Viking." Her hand drew back momentarily, and Astrid threw the Nigh Fury a poison stare. The dragon continued a low growl as she brought herself closer to his side. When Hiccup offered her a hand of help, she smacked it away testily. Astrid jumped onto his back easily, with the skill of a trained warrior, it was easy for her.

"Now get me down." She demanded. Toothless could feel through the saddle that she was keeping herself as far away from Hiccup as possible. And Hiccup – oh, gods bless his soul, was emitting the sharp smell of fear that only dragons could smell. Even though he had his eyes set on this one romantically, he was scared to death of her. But Toothless could also smell the fear scent coming from Astrid, less subtly, of course, layered with confusion and anger.

It might have been morally wrong, but Toothless suddenly felt the urge to bring out her fear. To draw it from her chest and shove it in her face, to make her admit that she was scared would be the best fun Toothless had had since he made Hiccup go for a swim in the cove's pond. "Toothless… down. Gently." The Night Fury snapped his wings open, letting the wind pocket them and bring him rising upwards, releasing the tension on the creaking tree. "See? Nothing to be afraid of." Hiccup told Astrid assuringly.

Oh, yes, there is definitely something to be afraid of. And that's a Night Fury.

* * *

><p>*<strong>Ocean peaks out from behind her computer, "You can start throwing things now."*<strong>

**Anyways, how was it? Do you like my explanation on the Queen's powers (straight out mind control is too mainstream and worn out)? Do you enjoy Astrid's predicament in the tree? I know I do.**


	17. Cries of the Dark Queen

There seemed to be no noise in Toothless's ears when he shot up into the sky, as if the wind snatched it all from him and refused to replace it with anything else. Of course, when he slowed, the screams of Astrid penetrated the bubble of silence. She was truly an awful screamer. As he beat his wings, he could feel that Hiccup had a firm grip on the saddle's handles, but since the female had refused to hold onto Hiccup's waist or the saddle, she was slowly falling back. She finally caught onto what she was supposed to, and started to grasp onto his back crests.

Astrid's fear smell was one that Toothless reveled in; one that he knew was hard earned and was just purely entertaining. "Toothless! What is _wrong_ with you?" Hiccup cried, "Bad dragon!" Toothless leveled out as Hiccup continued to try to cover up for the Night Fury's obnoxious behavior.

He laughed nervously, "He's not usually like this – oh no." Toothless had started to tilt to the side, tucking in his wings close to his sides, and encouraged gravity to take hold of him and make them all plummet to the sea below. The Night Fury dove into the waves, but arced back up and burst from the water, only getting the legs of the pups on his back wet. Once he was back up at a desirable altitude, he dropped back down, driving his shoulder into the frigid water, effectively slashing Astrid a second time. "Toothless – what are you doing?" The dragon dove into the water again. "We need her to like us!"

_Then, away from the water. Fine. _Toothless thought acidly, _it looks like I have to scare some sense into you too – scare you away from this female._ He took this secondary resolve and channeled it into pumping his wings to rocket farther and farther up into the atmosphere. The Night Fury could feel the prosthetic jerking at his tail, indicating that Hiccup was trying his best to compensate for Toothless's erratic flight. He heard and felt the fake fin click to the most open position, so he snapped his living fin against his tail; this caused them to spiral farther up into the sky. "And now he's spinning," Hiccup narrated blandly, and was responded to by Astrid's terrified scream. "Thank you for nothing, you useless reptile."

Toothless let them all pause in the air just long enough for him to pick up their scents, and when he did, he was almost overwhelmed and knocked cold by Astrid's scent of terror and. All that seemed to overpower Hiccup's scent of annoyance and anger.

_I'm not done yet, just one more go._ He had accomplished what he had done all this for – terrify Astrid into a decent human being – but it just didn't seem to be right without finishing off with a bang. The Night Fury spread out his one wing, tucking in his other, then flaring and contracting his living tailfin, so that as he fell, he twisted and spun in ways that he couldn't even keep an eye on the horizon, and he was vaguely aware of the two pups on his back.

"Okay! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" He could hear Astrid say, then add, "Just get me off this thing." Toothless looked back to her, a slight grin touched the edges of his mouth – it was sort of a forced apology, but it was still an apology nonetheless.

As they plummeted down to the water, whipping and turning like a Terrible Terror on Dragon Nip, Toothless decided that his fun was done. He had gotten what he wanted, and a bit more, and he concluded that - in order to keep in line with his talks with Hiccup about attracting a mate – it wouldn't hurt to try to impress her.

Just before they hit the ocean, Toothless flared his wings and jerked midair. Astrid yelped as the two pups jerked forward in the saddle, Hiccup lurched forward but straightened up as soon as possible. It could be assumed that he would be blushing furiously when he realised just how tightly Astrid was pressing herself against him, but Toothless wouldn't ever know, mostly because his eyes were fixed on the sky ahead of them, and Hiccup would probably never admit to it.

Who was kidding who? If he pushed hard enough, Hiccup would scream his deepest, darkest, dirtiest confessions from the mountaintops. _I should try that sometime._

Toothless allowed the wind to lift them up, then levelled out, gliding softly just beneath the sheet of clouds, which were now a dusky orange from the sunset. He could feel the pups shifting on his saddle, and the leg that Astrid had wrapped around Hiccup's waist went down to Toothless's side. It seemed now that her fear scent was slowly being replaced by awe and the realization that flying was the most amazing thing that had ever happened to her. There was only one thing that Toothless knew could make it better, and something that he and Hiccup had never done – going above the clouds. The Night Fury arced his back, then flew back up into the clouds, punching through and lifting above into the blue-black sky. The moon created silver linings on the clouds, and made shining columns in the sky. It seemed as though nature was trying to make his point, because that's when the sky erupted into a rouge bout of Arvendole's Fire. The blue and green fire licked across the dark sky and the ragged edges flitted amongst the stars. Despite how effective it was, it was ridiculously cliché.

Toothless continued to drift through the sky, and at the end of the seemingly endless sea of clouds, Berk appeared. The buildings were dark, but the wooden shingle sides were illuminated by torches and the cauldrons that dotted the village, the occasional window would open a speckle of light in the darkness, spilling yellow lantern light onto the ground like strands of honey in ink. This, of all the sights, seemed to strike Astrid's fancy the most, indicated by her gasp of amazement. Toothless looked back mischievously, amused at the female's now wide smile, then absolutely gleeful when Astrid placed her chin on Hiccup's shoulder, wrapping her arms around his waist comfortably. The Night Fury tilted his wings, gently turning to skirt the guardian statues of Berk's harbour, staying clear of the flames that burned wildly in the Viking's stone maws between peg teeth and over their carved lips and beards.

The dragon beat his wings to gain altitude; he was keen to stay away from the Sea Stacks and over the water, moving back over the ocean.

"Alright, I admit it," She said. "This is pretty cool… it's amazing. He's amazing." Astrid leaned forward and rubbed Toothless on the neck, moving her fingers like feathers on his hide.

They continued in silence until they started to go over a bank of fog that was culminating in an add cloud formation over the water, building up gradually until they completely enveloped the flying trio.

"So what now?" Astrid asked, and Hiccup answered with a sigh, "Hiccup, your final exam is tomorrow! You you're gonna have to kill a-" she dropped her voice when Toothless stirred, ears quivering, "-_kill a dragon_."

Hiccup could've said something, but Toothless wasn't listening to him. He could hear the chittering and whirrs of dragons, below him, it seemed, all dipping in a strange cacophony of sounds. He had never actually returned on a raid with the rest of the group, excepting the day he arrived at the Nest, so this was a new experience. Whatever was happening, it was worrisome, and only got worse when he could hear the small but present noise of wing beats above him.

Toothless tucked his right wing in and dropped into the fog. "Toothless, what's happening?" Hiccup asked in a panic. If any dragon saw the Vikings on his back, they would be picked off and he would be powerless to retrieve them, so doing this was the best bet they had. To go down with the main group, where most the dragons would have their talons and mouths too full to do any damage he couldn't prevent, the fog couldn't hurt either, as some dragons would have rather poor eyesight while carrying fluffy sheep and scraggly yaks, and some extra assistance with the lack of visibility was welcome. "Approximate time to the Nest?" Toothless growled into the fog. It was a simple question that was for anyone in general, and he was sure someone would oblige to answer it.

He was answered by a shrill screech off to his right, belonging to an elderly Nadder. "It's a full click to the Nest, half to the stacks." Oh Nótt. Sea stacks. He had forgotten about those.

The Nadder had dropped away to a more strategic flight point and just as it did, a Monstrous Nightmare swooped in to take its place, Toothless dodged off to the side as to manoeuvre himself behind the larger wingspan of the Nightmare and taking advantage of the stream of air that he was creating for the Night Fury to ride on. "_Get down_!" Hiccup hissed to Astrid, and the two of them flattened themselves as much as they possibly could against the black dragon's back. The larger dragon moved further down into a more open spot, and left a swirling mass of air that a pair of a young Nadder and Nightmare tried to move in for, both being burdened with sheep, the extra weight would certainly be a strain on their lesser wing muscles. Toothless stayed between them, almost going wingtip to wingtip with them.

It only got more crowded in the next few seconds, when the fog was beaten away by powerful wings and the dragons started moving closer together for the route through the Sea Stacks that was one of the only accessible ways to the Nest by sky. On a normal day, they could've just flown above, but with the livestock weighing them down, they had no choice but to fly through the Stacks, which only had a few safe routes through on a good day – and this wasn't a good day. The fog made it all the more dangerous from the breakneck turns and mandatory drops and twists.

"What's going on?" Astrid asked in a hoarse whisper.

"I don't know," was the reply. Hiccup placed his hand on Toothless's neck, the dragon could feel his rapid pulse through the wrist. Toothless, you got to get us out of here bud."

The Night Fury shook his pup's hand away, "Quiet. They'll take you as a threat if you don't." He kept a nervous eye below him, to look out for where the entrance to the stack maze was.

"It looks like they're hauling in their kill," Hiccup stated, his voice slightly quivering.

"Uh, what does that make _us_?" The girl was starting to emit scents of fear again, both of them were, and Toothless desperately wished that they could just stuff all their mutinous pores with moss or something else that would mask the smell. They could get them all killed, and he definitely couldn't fly away with Hiccup if he was a corpse in the water and Hiccup and Astrid were in some dragon's digestive tract.

A Zippleback drew up next to them, clicking and warbling. "You're expecting to bring those to the Queen and make her happy?" The first chuckled, the second joined in, "You could have at least tried to snatch up one of the fatter ones."

Toothless snapped at them, "Who says these scraps are for the Queen? Can't some of us enjoy the results of our efforts? I intend to, and you'll remember your place and make the Queen too full to even smell them." That effectively quiets the Zippleback, reducing their speech to hushed whispers between them. He had almost forgotten what indulgences being a Night Fury had gotten him in the Nest, but now that he remembered them, it was probably the best time to play them to their limit as he had never done before.

"Stacks! Down!" A call came from ahead of them, and all the dragons complied, dropping their altitude and entering the Stacks that Toothless had been dreading ever since he was reminded by the Nadder. Astrid and Hiccup cried silent screams as Toothless dove down, deeper into the fog. He tilted more than he should have liked, so his belly brushed up against the one stack. His wing strokes were growing heavier and more difficult due to the Gronkle that was bumbling over him and pushing air down on his wings. The group of dragons stayed close to the water, under the heavier fog, but it was still rather clouded.

Toothless seriously wished that Hiccup and Astrid would stop putting out their fear smells, when he got them back to the cove; he was going to dunk them both in the pond and let the catfish have them for a midnight snack. He ducked under an overhang off of a stack, then continued on his way towards the Nest, which had the new addition of magma flowing from the sides, which must have been the result of when the Queen collapsed part of it. It looked overly dramatic, but the effect was intimidating and made him want to turn tail and fly past the Murderous Mountains and to the fabled lands of gold and jewels across the ocean.

The usual irritant buzz of the Nest crowded his ears, and Toothless growled at the sound that only now did he realize he hated a lot. He pumped his wings and darted over the black pebble beach, then up into the crack in the mountainside, which neither Astrid nor Hiccup was expecting. They cried out in surprise, fear smell becoming even sharper than before and almost overwhelmed the Night Fury's nose. Damn humans, they were sending off scents strong enough to wake the dead.

He twisted through the last bit of the tunnel and into the open inside of the Nest. For the first time in what felt like a lifetime, he was gliding over the pit of harsh red light. He nervously surveyed the glowing mist below for any signs of the Queen, ready to breach through the haze and snap him out of the air with her rotting teeth. When Celine had told him that the Smokebreaths had left, he had hardly given it a second thought, but now he saw that the mist had gone down and was sparser, and the dragons were looser in formation and were more careless about where they flung their kills, mostly because they just wanted to get back to their ledges as soon as possible. If they were unlucky enough to get back later, the tunnels that were closer to the Queen's feet and more susceptible to caving in.

"What my dad wouldn't give to find this," Hiccup said to himself, maybe aloud for Astrid's for them, they were early, because a good portion of the Nest was still empty, and his customary ledge was vacated also. Toothless came up around a supporting pillar, then brought himself over his ledge and then landed. He slowed himself by landing at a trot, keeping close behind the thickset pillar that Sorcha had specifically picked this spot for. Toothless accidently overshot, so he pulled back to hide himself further behind the pillar, but he gave enough room for him to look around the Nest, to analyse the situation around them, like the amount of dragons that had noticed him, which was quite a bit – black dragons weren't very common in the species that were native to these parts.

Toothless heard a small chittering behind him on his ledge that showed that it was actually inhabited, but only by a small group of two or three Terrible Terrrors.

"Well it's satisfying to know that all our food has been dumped down a hole."

They watched as a Nadder dropped a large fish into the pit with a squawk, then flew off and called to her ledge partners, letting them know that she had arrived safely. "They're not eating _any_ of it." Astrid added in disbelief.

Everybody was still alive and safe, but the collective safety was destroyed when Toothless saw a Gronkle enter through the gap in the wall, carrying nothing in his claws. A feeling of dread dropped like a stone in the Night Fury's stomach and made him want to get Hiccup and Astrid as far away from this place as possible. But if he moved, he could trigger a chain of events that would throw the Nest into a frenzy and once again, get them all killed. How many times had he thought that? Too many, mostly because it was true, also the fact that he didn't trust anybody unless they were worth their word, and that wasn't easy to come by in the Nest any day.

He could only watch in horror as the Gronkle buzzed like a lazy bee over the pit, then allowing a single fish slide down his tongue and drop into the pit. The Gronkle seemed pretty pleased with himself, scratching at an itch behind an ear with his hind leg. Just as he started to make his way to one of the nearby ledges, there was a monstrous growl that announced the Queen's appearance. Her head came up with the grace of a breaching whale and snapped up the Gronkle like _it_ was the fish.

"What-" Astrid breathed, "-was that?"

Toothless could see the rest of the dragons in the Nest shrinking back on their ledges, trying to stay away from the notice of the Queen, in case she was feeling like devouring more than what she already had.

Hiccup placed a nervous hand on Toothless's head, "Toothless, you gotta get us out of here, bud."

Even as Hiccup said it, Toothless's eye never deviated from the blazing eyes of the Queen, even as she sank down into the mist of the pit. But when she finally saw him, for the first time ever, actually, she leapt back up from the fog, _"You!"_ She roared. _Me_. The smaller dragon squeaked on the inside, feeling like a pup under her unrelenting gaze. "I'm sick of Night Furies!" She bellowed, launching herself from the pit towards their ledge in a vain attempt to catch Toothless in her pitted teeth, but he and his human were faster. "I shall devour you!" She screamed angrily and snapped again at them as they darted away with the torrent of other dragons.

She was extremely close to snatching at his tail, but a Zippleback swept behind him and was snatched out of the air instead, and one head screamed to him as her other half hung limp, "Go! Save them!" Toothless felt the sudden urge to turn back and wrest her from the monstrous teeth, he didn't want to leave her, but when it came to it, he had two lives on his back that he couldn't let slip away. He was carried away by the cyclone of beating wings and frightened screams and cries of the dragons around him.

* * *

><p>The same soundlessness that had enveloped them before was back, muffling the air and making seem like he was trying to fly underwater, then emerging from the liquid to be buried in mud. The two teens that were on his back clung to the saddle in mortified silence, Hiccup's hand and arms were ridged and the positions that he clicked his heel into were jolting and automatic.<p>

He could hear Astrid's shallow breathing as she pressed up against his other rider, scared and sometimes catching and holding like a cornered deer. Her heart was beating rapidly, even worse than when he had purposefully dropped out of the sky two hours back.

When he finally broke out of the fog and neared Berk, Astrid broke from their silence and finally spoke up. "Hiccup, that scared me. A lot... and... and I never get scared. Ever."

"You think you're the only one?" Hiccup replied shakily.

"How was it doing that? Making the other dragons feed it, I mean."

"There are a lot of possibilities," Hiccup replied slowly, calculating his words. "It could be hierarchal. I mean, why else do we feed my dad?" Toothless had to laugh silently to himself.

"Hiccup," Astrid scolded, punching him in the arm. "That's not funny."

The male pup nursed his shoulder where Astrid had hit him, hissing. "It's true," he defended. "But why would they even feel obligated to feed it if it's eating them, putting their lives in danger? No creature would do that, and hardly ever humans."

"It's not like the dragons are smart enough to leave," Astrid stated. Toothless growled, slowing his wingbeats so that they progressed at a crawling speed. They had reached the Berk and were now gliding over the forest, they would be reaching the cove soon.

"Don't ever say that. Not in front of me. Dragons are ten times smarter than some Vikings we know; Toothless is probably much smarter than even I give him credit for." _Ain't that the truth._ "We need to assume that the dragons are intelligent beings."

"Fine," Astrid consented, "So we say that the dragons are smart, and they assumedly don't leave their nest for the hierarchal reason you mentioned, then that means..." Toothless crested over the trees that rimmed the cove, "No, it totally makes sense," Astrid continued as he flapped his wings so that the tips touched under his belly, once, "It's like a giant bee hive," he flapped twice, "They're the workers," Toothless then dropped into the cove, landing at a trot to fight the momentum of carrying two riders, "and that's their Queen!" He hadn't noticed that it was straining his wings and making his muscles scream until he had stopped using them, and he shuffled them tightly to his sides as soon as he possibly could. "It controls them." Astrid slipped off Toothless back, "Let's find your dad."

Hiccup jumped off after Astrid, allowing Toothless to go to the pond to drink. "No! _No_," He ran in front of Astrid, using his hands to slow her to a stop, "No, not yet. They'll _kill_ Toothless, no, Astrid. We have to think this through – carefully."

"Hiccup, we just discovered the _dragons' nest_, the thing we've been after since Vikings first sailed here, and you want to keep it a secret?" She sounded as if she couldn't believe what she was saying, she probably never expected that she would ever have to, "To protect your pet dragon, are you serious?!"

"Yes." Hiccup sounded utterly miserable, but had a conviction in his voice that took Astrid aback.

After what seemed a eternal silence that was only broken by the lapping of water as the Night Fury guzzled water and the waterfall cresting over the stone outcropping into the pond, but even that seemed to be dampened.

"Okay," Astrid said, as if she was surprising herself. "What do we do?"

Hiccup sighed, "Just, give me until tomorrow... I'll figure something out."

"Okay," Astrid replied, then punched Hiccup on the shoulder, "That's for kidnapping me."

Hiccup looked back at Toothless with a questioning look. He shrugged and the Night Fury shook his head, "Don't look at me, I would have left her."

Toothless continued to watch them, and curiously observed as the female pressed her face to Hiccup's. Astrid acted quite abashed when she pulled away, and Hiccup seemed stunned, so Toothless concluded that it was a gesture similar to that of when dragons rubbed necks or shared breaths with one another – extremely intimate and most times reserved for between mates or close friends. "And that's... for everything else." She started to walk away, but then began to job when she realized what she had done.

He snuck up behind Hiccup, putting his head close to the pup's shoulder, and shot him an innocent glance, "So, 'thanks for nothing, you useless reptile'?"

"W-what are you lookin' at?"

"Just saying, you're welcome." Toothless replied, watching Astrid effortlessly climb out of the cove in a way that Hiccup was completely incapable of doing by himself. Once Astrid was out of sight, Hiccup set to fiddling with the saddle, his fingers anxiously rubbing at the salt tarnished ring on the strap. He muttered to himself as his thumbs smoothed over the metal, revisiting the subject that Astrid had mentioned earlier, but Toothless had overlooked to the prospect of imminent death: killing a dragon.

Toothless shifted away from Hiccup uneasily, feeling a betrayal that he hadn't ever felt towards Hiccup before. While he had known that Hiccup had been pitted against captured dragons in his training, but he had never told the Night Fury that he'd be _killing_. He didn't even think that Hiccup would break down if he ever saw someone tearing the wings off a moth. Hiccup saw something was wrong when Toothless kept sidling away from him, and when he questioned it, Toothless nudged him full in the chest with his head, crooning. "What is it, bud?"

No matter how much Toothless wished that he could communicate with Hiccup, it wouldn't happen, so he jumped away from Hiccup and towards the pond. He dove in and slipped to the bottom, where he was sure what he was looking for was. He finally found it, glinting in the mud and through the water weeds. After growling bubbles at the catfish, he took the object carefully by his teeth and kicked off the bottom burst from the surface of the pond.

When he remerged, Hiccup was panicking at the sight of the dragon's behavior, and panicked further when Toothless dropped the dagger at his feet. "Toothless, what are you doing? Why-" When the human didn't seem to understand, Toothless took the dagger back in his mouth with the blade oriented to his keel, then feigned driving it in. Hiccup yelped, taking the dagger from the Night Fury and flinging it away, back into the pond. "Toothless! What is wrong with you?!"

Toothless growled at Hiccup, "I am a _dragon_! You are going to kill a _dragon_ in your arena!"

"Toothless, stop it!" Hiccup cried, "You're being ridiculous! Is it Astrid?" Toothless shook his head. "What is it?" The Night Fury screamed angrily at Hiccup and beat his tail on the ground. The Viking staggered back, tripped over one of the rocks, and fell flat on his backside. He looked scared. "It's the Nightmare, it's what I have to do tomorrow. I'm sorry bud, I tried to leave, I want to leave. But with what I know now, I can't leave without letting them know the truth about dragons." The two of them were still, Hiccup breathing heavily and holding his head in his hands. "I won't let anything happen to you, bud. I promise. If anything goes wrong, I'll come and get you and we'll go."

* * *

><p><strong>Why, hello there! Well ladies and gentlemen, that's the end of a chapter, long awaited, much adored (by the writer anyway).<strong>

**I'm writing the next chapter during Shark Week, can I hear a 'Woot woot' from my fellow North Americans?**

**You guys are so amazing, reviewing and making me feel all warm and fuzzy on the inside, and we've almost hit 100 reviews! I love getting them and hearing your imputs, so keep 'em coming!**

**I wanted to ask you guys two things, so here goes nothing:**

**(1) Since all the dragons have their own names before they were named by their humans, I'd like your guy's input on what those names should be. I'd like suggestions for any ones that you guys want to have an input on their names.**

**(2) I'd also like suggestions on which episodes from the TV series you guys want me to do. It's still far away, but I want to be prepared for fitting their events into my timeline (or wibbly wobbly timey wimey ball of stuff). I want to do ones that are relevant to Toothless, obviously, but any that you guys think are important to Toothless, the other dragons, or the human character development, please give me a shout!**

**I really want to know what you guys want and like, because I enjoy making y'all happy! **


	18. For the Love of a Hiccup

**Oh my goodness, we****'****re almost at the end of the first movie!**

**Note: After long and excruciating deliberation, the chapter 'The View from Tempest****' ****has been removed from this story to be uploaded again later, in a different position. Due to some PMs that have expressed confusion, I****'****ve decided that since the events take place after the first movie, it's best that it is placed accordingly, it was my mistake for getting so excited about that chapter. Just make sure you don****'****t skip it when I repost it, because there will be changes that you won****'****t want to miss (and will be key to later events).**

**Is it strange that I picture Stormfly having an British and/or Aussie accent? Maybe I****'****m watching too much BBC shows.**

**Another Note: The following song is to the tune of "I****'****s the B****'****y", a Newfoundland (Eastern Canadian) Folk Song, the lyrics have been adapted for our dragon friends.**

* * *

><p><em> "I<em>_'__s the b__'__y that rides the wind! And I__'__s the b__'__y that sails 'er! I__'__s the b__'__y that catches the fish, and takes 'em home te me lover!" The raucous song echoed through the forest, passed on and repeated by any Night Fury who would repeat it. A group of six yearlings were flinging themselves through the pines, only half opening their wings in order to glide to the next treetop while laughing and jumping playfully with each other._

_ Kopin started the next stanza of the song in his throaty voice, "Fly my partner, watch 'er go!"_

_ Haiva responded enthusiastically, "Fly my partner, ye want me now!" Her participation in the song seemed to be directed to Torok, who only invested a small interest in her boldness._

_ "Forgo courting me, won__'__t ye darling," Corona laughed, flicking Kopin the nose with her tail. The male nipped at it playfully and jumped after her. The tree that they were now both on bent and groaned dangerously._

_ Corona was about to continue, but Tempest stole the next line, trailing a wingtip along Aranon__'__s back, her voice low and smooth, "You__'__re my only one." The song continued onto the next group of Night Furies that would sing it and then pass it on, so their group returned to their laughter and merriment. As they had gotten older, the playfulness had grown to full out flirting; the Furies within their group had gotten so close they were hardly seen without each other. Their exploits had taken them all over the island and had them befriending everyone in their scope through trial and error, or just sheer will. Not even the hermits were safe._

_ Corona hopped onto Kopin__'__s back, beating her wings in order to keep both of them from tipping off the tree, "I wanna go fishing!"_

_ "And you__'__re gonna get fat if you keep fishing!" Aranon joked, "How can you the next Second if you__'__re too busy dragging yourself along the rocks?" Tempest was next to him on their tree, and she nibbled toothlessly on one of his ears. She seemed to silently enjoy the banter without joining in._

_ "I__'__ll be Second, you watch," Corona stated, "__Then I__'__ll make you fish for me. Salmon, Aranon, make a note of that, I love salmon. You__'__re going to be catching so much salmon, you__'__ll be swimming in them in your dreams."_

Toothless woke, shivering, even though the sun had already burned through the morning mist and was starting to put on heat. The dream had seemed so real, so tangible; it was almost as if he was still a carefree yearling branching through the pines, singing the Autumn Songs with his friends and Tempest. It was like the phantom pains in his tail, seemingly there, but when he looked, it just pained him to see that his hopes were dashed by reality. His tail was gone, and Tempest was back home on the Crescent Isle, living her life, waiting for him to return triumphant and with the wind at his back. She would probably have a heart attack when she saw him carrying a human on his back. Hel, all his friends would.

He remembered acutely how bent they all were on the pursuit of power, even at such a young age. Torok and Kopin would argue about how who would be leader, Corona and Aranon would bicker about being the Second and Warhawk, and Haiva and Tempest both knew that a female's body had the power to rule over the shoulder of the leading power and convince the male that he had done it all entirely on his own. They had all believed that they had what it took, and had even once planned, just for fun, on how to overthrow the counsel and replace it with themselves and their other yearling friends. At the time it had sounded like a grand idea, the dawn of a new era for the Crescent Isle, but it had dissolved when their interests turned with the onset of winter, and became aware of how their bodies reacted to the opposite sex.

They were ridiculous, but driven. He would give his past self that.

The Night Fury rolled over, stretching his right wing and moaning in remembrance of the stress that it and its partner had undergone the last night.

He was going to have to stretch them out, or at least give them the chance too, so he climbed out of his rock bowl and crept onto the ground, where he and Hiccup had had their spat. He laid himself down, head on his paws, wings loosely held at his sides, ready to be taken by sleep once more – he needed it.

_ A single white snowflake drifted in front of his eyes, but was puffed away by a soft breath from the Night Fury. A warm tail twisted around his, the tail fins flicking gently against his. It smelled of salt and warm bodies, pressed together to ward off the cold, taking pleasure in one another__'__s touch. His back was facing the mountain slope, where he was sure snow would be blanketing any sleeping Night Furies out in the open, and to the inside of the overhang, tucked under his wing, was his mate. She was nestled against his side, almost completely hidden from the outside world by his torso. He shifted his front legs awkwardly to avoid hitting his mate with his seventh year spikes that had recently grown in on the back of his legs. He was still getting used to them, and had learned quickly that it hurt to stab oneself with them, so his and Tempest__'__s old sleeping arrangement of laying belly to belly had had to be abandoned for the sake of safety._

_ Her head reached up from below and nuzzle up against his throat and jaw, purring sleepily, "G__'__morning.__"_

_ The male rubbed his head against her neck, mumbling, "It__'__s cold out today. Stay with me."_

_ She allowed him a low laugh, "And keep you from your duties? Torok won__'__t be pleased."_

_ "Torok can shove a rock in it, I__'__m spending time with my mate, and she takes priority during the winter." He continued, "__You deserve it.__"_

_ "I believe that," She replied, "But as much as I love you, I prefer you alive." She was slowly working his wing off of her side, even though he could see that she was beginning to shiver. "I was going to meet up with Haiva at the hot springs; I__'__ll meet you there when you__'__re done with whatever Torok needs you to do."_

_"Fine, but if you try and leave when it__'__s too cold I__'__m going to pick you up and carry you away!" He barked, wrapping his front legs around her and lifting off of the ledge. "And I__'__ll never let you go!" His wings were strong enough to carry her for a short amount of time, so until the sun rose, the rest of the colony had to bear the laughter and barks of the young pair as Aranon carried his mate through the air, with no intention of ever letting go._

A scream pierced his dream, shredding it apart and smacking the scraps away with an angry swipe, oddly familiar. Toothless's head shot up, "Hiccup?"

He didn't seem so sure that he had actually heard the scream, it had been so faint, but it was there, and it made his heart beat rapidly, threatening to burst from his chest. Whatever that human was up to, however the fight was going, he was probably getting burned to a crisp.

_ It__'__s his rite of passage. Leave him._

_That dimwit it going to get himself killed if you leave him to his antics. Save his stupid rear._

The two conflicting choices that he had were duking it out inside his head, leaving him, standing poised, for what seemed like a lifetime of sheer uncertainty. Without any warning, the dragon leapt up as high as he could and flung himself against the wall, scrabbling desperately with his claws at the small ledged that were barely wide enough for the growth of weeds and moss. "Don't you dare die before I can save you!" With a powerful kick from his back legs he was able to swing up to a root that transversed across the rock face.

Instincts had taken over by this time, and they seemed to posses his body into doing things he didn't know he was capable of. Because Hiccup was his, and if anything happened to that stupid human, he would never forgive himself. He clawed viciously at an overhang that impeded his progress, grappling on it and somehow was able to fling a paw over. Toothless's claws contracted into hooks, allowing him to pull himself up with much kicking and floundering with his wings. They were stronger than he had anticipated, maybe because he had been carrying Hiccup so much and had bulked up his shoulder muscles. He rolled over the rock, not even bothering to think of how this was the first time since he was shot that that he was out of the cove without Hiccup.

He was no longer able to hear Hiccup's screams through his panting and growls, but just as he started to turn in confused circles, his nose caught a heavy scent, one that could only become that strong from daily coming over the course of a few weeks. Hiccup's scent path was so strong it could've led a nose blind yak to him.

"That idiot!"Toothless growled, kicking off the rock and bounding into the woods. "I would've had half a mind to just carry him off!" The Night Fury extended his wings and pumped furiously in a desperate attempt to carry himself to Hiccup faster, he even used trees to speed his way. He soon ran out of trees, so Toothless found himself sprinting across the Dragon Nip field. He pushed forward, only breathing outwards and puffing as he tried his hardest not to breathe in the euphoric scent. He growled through it and pushed on, following Hiccup's scent path and barreled back into the tree line. The Night Fury could hear the wolf pack singing together, but he wasn't prepared to see any blocking his way in a sunny patch. The russet she-wolf lay dumbstruck on a rock, two pups were crawling over her and nipping at her ears, but when they saw the dragon, they lay their ears back against their tiny heads and growled in young bravery at him. The she-wolf tried to quiet them, she was in the disadvantage, and she knew it. With two young pups and her tired body, she was no match for a dragon in prime condition, much less a Night Fury that reeked of adrenaline and anger. But Toothless wasn't interested in her pups. All he wanted was just to see his pup alive.

"My quarrel is not with you," he spat at the bewildered she-wolf. She startled and could only watch, wide eyed, as the Night Fury darted past her and her family in a black and grey blur. He needed to get to Hiccup, that's all that mattered. Toothless was going stand beside that idiot until the end of the world, even if it made him the bigger idiot.

* * *

><p>He saw the village of his pup from a ridge that he had gotten to by following Hiccup's scent trail, there was an obvious path down to the cluster of houses, but the screams and yells of the entire population were coming from an outcropping almost a kilometer away. Toothless pounded along the ridge, now off of Hiccup's scent trail, but he continued to use his method of propelling himself off of tree trunks and half-flying in order to speed his way. He soon got close enough for the banners and hangings to become clear.<p>

Dragons that twisted around screaming Vikings with swords, swords or spears jabbing through their hides and spilling fabric blood as their eyes bulged in pain, or a Viking holding a dragon's tail while severing it with a sword.

He bolted around to the back, where most of the Viking's backs were turned from to watch where Hiccup was being decimated in the ring. The red haired chief was holding Astrid by the shoulder, arm stretched out to Hiccup, but the Nightmare was using a typical tactic of isolating his prey. The red brute flamed the rock where Hiccup was running, so the idiot turned around and scurried the other way. The Nightmare screeched and knocked Toothless's pup down, pinning him down under a clawed foot.

That was exactly when Toothless was able to get to the arena cage. He leapt off the outcropping with a shriek, bursting straight through the iron bars of the dome with a plasma blast and following in through it.

The new few seconds were a dusty haze, he was aware that he had been able to clamp his jaws around the Nightmare's neck, in an attempt to knock him away from Hiccup. The Nightmare howled angrily and bowled to the side as the Night Fury tried to readjust his shredding teeth on the larger dragon's thin neck. Toothless beat his wings frantically to keep his balance, but the Nightmare made it almost impossible when he flipped onto his back to try to crush Toothless under his superior weight. "That is my human, you Stulte!" The two of them rolled along the stone floor of the arena, cussing loudly and snapping at each other. The Nightmare regained his footing and threw Toothless to the ground with an almighty roar. The Night Fury was knocked onto his back and the larger dragon had the base of his tail pinned with a large foot. He took a lunge at Toothless's head, but when the smaller dragon dodged it and roared in challenge, he roared louder in response. He aimed straight for the Night Fury's chest, attempting to hook his fangs under the chest strap that kept the saddle on, but Toothless batted him away with a foreleg, then bucked his hind feet to further the Nightmare from him.

The larger dragon quickly gathered himself and screamed at Toothless, "You protect the humans that will kill you!"

Toothless backed up, whipping his head around quickly to check that Hiccup was behind his flared wings, "This pup is under my protection! He is under my wing!"

"It is the spawn of killers!" The Nightmare growled, taking a desperate lunge around to the left of Toothless, but the Night Fury blocked him with a screech and a well aimed swipe to the maw.

"He is mine!" Toothless retaliated, slamming his feet to the ground for intimidation, "He is my pup! You touch him, I will kill you!" When the Nightmare gave no signs of backing off, he made the snap decision of hoping that he had been captured for a long time, "Stand down or I shall report you to the Smokebreaths!" That seemed to get to the larger dragon, because his pupils narrowed and he lowered his head closer to the ground and backing off. Toothless grunted at him to make sure that he was going to stay away from his pup and not making any trouble for him.

Hiccup ran up from behind Toothless, then placed his hands on the dragon's head and nose and started to push him away, "Toothless, go on, go, get out of here!" The boy was looking around wildly, persistently pushing at the Night Fury's nose, but Toothless didn't want to leave Hiccup alone while the Vikings were jumping down into the arena through the metal bars, axes and swords bared. "Go. Go!"

"I am staying with you." Toothless replied quietly, "Climb on my back and we'll fly away. Far away." That's when he saw the red haired chief barreling towards him, weapon raised and dangerous, metal glinting in the sunlight. Toothless growled menacingly in the living mountain's direction as he neared. Hiccup pleaded with the other humans to stop, he pleaded with the chief, but they all kept coming.

A knocked a Viking to the side with his tail and buffered another away with his wing. Red hot was building behind his eyes and he could hardly see what he was doing, running completely on his last reserves of adrenaline, hardly knowing what his actions were beyond what his instinct instructed him to do. Kick, swipe, hit, growl, and bite. The living mountain chief was continuing his advance, and Toothless wasn't going to back down. He jumped up and tackled the Viking, rolling for several feet and then stopping when he had pinned the chief on his back. The Night Fury felt gas gather in his throat, ready to light a spark to hurl his plasma blast into the offender's head. But a yell swatted the fog of adrenaline away, snapping him out of the red hot. "No!"

Toothless choked back the gas in this throat, then turned apologetically to face his pup, not sure what had happened and his claws still digging into the chief's front, "Hiccup." In his moment of weakness and distraction, a meaty fist smacked him in the side of the face, Toothless didn't know where it had come from and it had caught him off guard. The Night Fury tried to gather his wits, shaking his head, but muscled arms gripped the sides of his head, lifted him off of the chief, and slammed his jaw hard to the arena floor. The Night Fury cried out, but it was cut off brutally when the Viking pressed his forearm on top of Toothless's head, holding his wide set of jaws closed. He tried to bring himself back up again, pushing upwards with his hind legs and struggling to get his front legs out from under him and into a better position, but more and more Vikings were piling on to hold him down. The Night Fury whined when the first Viking readjusted his grip on the dragon's head, holding a hand over Toothless's nose and almost crushing his skull with the sheer weight that was pushed on his crown. Just the pressure itself was agonizing.

The Night Fury could see Astrid holding Hiccup back, the boy's voice fading as he pleaded for the other Vikings not to hurt Toothless, his now small voice cracking. The chief was brushing himself off, and as another man tried to hand him a shining axe, he pushed it away roughly, "Put it with the others."

Two different men grabbed him by the ears and clamped their hands around his jaw, hooking their fingers under where his throat softened and met the bone and palms were pressed firmly in front of his eyes, and two more had taken off their belts and fastened them around his wings, binding his metacarpals to his radius. Toothless jerked his head back and tried to take a step to the side, but that only earned him another set of hands that wretched at the front of his saddle, pulling on the chest strap and tugging Toothless after him. Toothless growled at the touches, invasive and harsh, nothing like what Hiccup's touches were.

"Hiccup, stop," Astrid said, she was off to the side and continuing to hold Hiccup back. The boy was now hardly able to fight against the stronger female, "you'll only make it worse for Toothless." Toothless tried to coo encouragingly to Hiccup, letting him know that he was a Night Fury, and he was strong. He was strong as stone. "You'll make it worse for yourself." The Vikings continued to heave and haul Toothless to the pens behind the Nightmare, setting the Night Fury aside into an overly fortified cage like the other ones. They opened the door only as far as it would require to push Toothless through, then kicked him in the flank to shove him in all the way.

The door slammed closed and Toothless was left in the dark. Immediately, the Night Fury rammed against the wooden door, slamming his shoulder into it and shaking it on its hinges. "No. No! No! Hiccup!"

"I'd stop that if I were you, Night Fury. Of course, I'm not you, but seriously, stop. You won't get through that door in a thousand years ramming it like that."

Toothless stopped, "Who's there?" He glanced around the cage that he was in. It was dark except for a solitary strip of sun hit the far was from a chute, undoubtedly for air. He wondered how long it took for the Vikings to figure out that dragons required air to breathe too. "How can I hear you?"

"The name's Kaliddene," The voice replied, it was female. "Deadly Nadder. And by the sound of it, you're obviously new to this whole 'captured' thing, so I'll fill you in. There are openings at the top of each adjoining wall, for our breathing purposes, sounds travel well through them, sound tends to do that."

"And you're not new to this?"

A new voice joined in, also feminine, but deep and gravely, distinctly Gronkle. "Kaliddene thinks it's her personal duty to annoy the humans. This is the... fifth time that she's been in here in the time that I've been locked up. Quite the escape artist, she is."

Toothless could almost envision Kaliddene shrugging. "I leave when I get tired of the food," She said nonchalantly. "It's always much more fun that way. That big oaf with the hook hand knows it's me too, I'd say we've taken a shine to each other."

The Gronkle snorted, "If what you mean by 'shine' is that he wishes you'd just die at the hands of those hatchlings, then yes, you could say that."

"Come off it, Izara, that sun-haired female's the only one to get an actual shot on me."

"And you were whining about it for the rest of the day."

"Shut up, your voices grate on my ears." It was the Monstrous Nightmare, "Perhaps, Night Fury, you should see how far up that air shaft you can stuff yourself, and let us know how it goes when you do find that precious hatchling of yours."

"Oh, Kieron," Izara lamented, "you're such a sour apple, go skulk alone and leave us to our babbling."

"Nightmare sour apple, Nightmare is! Flame is amused!" How many dragons were here? It sounded like a Terrible Terror by the annoyingly high pitch and horrible grammar, "Apple dragon!" It let loose a string of chittering laughter; scraping noises came from what he suspected was the Terror climbing about its cage.

"Oh my, well, Dophos, it seems to be that-"

"-we're all arguing today. Ephos, I'm thinking we have a new dragon here, funny-"

"-we didn't hear a raid lately."

Of course there was a Zippleback, he remembered smelling the distinctive peppery scent on Hiccup that one day when he returned to the cove after training. The only thing that could possibly make him feel worse and annoy him at the same time. Hearing them switch back and forth in conversation was the most confusing and disorienting thing that any dragon could be subjected to, listening to them finish each other's sentences was the equivalent of knocking one's head against a rock for hours on end.

"I suppose I've met everyone then," Toothless said testily, cutting the Zippleback from any further rambling.

"Apple dragon."

* * *

><p><strong>Do do do do. Another chapter completed...<strong>

**So we reunite with the she-wolf and her aforementioned 'hungry' pups, say goodbye to them, we probably will never see them again. _Bye lady wolf we hardly saw!_ **

**So, what do you guys think of the names I gave the arena dragons? I was trying to keep with their personalities to a certain extent.**

**I love it when you guys review, and I must say, I was really annoyed with the review count hanging in on 99. WHY YOU DO THIS?! Anyways, live long and prosper!**


	19. How Far This One Fell

**Over 100 reviews, you guys are the most amazing people in the world, considering this is basically a retelling. **

**(****If forgot to do this last chapter) Special thanks go to NatureHeart10 and KrazyCat6167 for suggesting and inspiring great names for the Arena Dragons.**

* * *

><p>"Oh, oh, wait, I've got it Ephos, ready? Okay, Why did the Terror... cross the river?"<p>

Ephos seemed to deliberate this, "I haven't the foggiest idea."

"To get the other side!"

The Zippleback burst into laughter, cracking up at its own joke. "That's going to be a classic, that one is!" Ephos cackled, "Another, another! You know, it's not as fun when I already know the answer, ask Kaliddene!"

"I'm waiting, Dophos, give me a good one," The Nadder chirped happily.

Dophos giggled, "What is… brown… and sticky?"

"Oh, she'll never figure this one out," Ephos whispered to his other head.

"A Gronkle rolled in dung?" Kaliddene asked innocently. This was met by roaring laughter from the three of them, and indignation by Izara.

"Close –" Ephos said.

"- but really far." Dophos finished, "It's a stick!"

"Oh my_ gods_," Kaliddene moaned.

The twin heads cackled and could be heard threading the zippled tail through his teeth and muttering gibberish. "_Rwy'n gweld mochyn sgleiniog. Nid wyf yn hoffi gwenyn meirch ddig."_

"Shut up!" Kieron snapped, "Next time we're all let out, I'm going to strangle both your heads! I'm gonna kill you!"

"We've been counting, Kiery dearest, and-"

"-given the amount of times you've threatened to kill us, you'd need at least three hundred Zipplebacks."

"Give or take a dozen."

Kieron snarled, "I'll just have to flay your rotting corpse."

Kaliddene took that as her cue to intervene, "Can you possibly be any stiffer, Kieron?"

"Apple dragon."

"Thank you, Flame." Izara thanked the Terror, "Apple dragon."

"Now you're siding with the Terror?" Kieron asked incredulously, "You've all lost your minds, and I fear I'm next."

"At least you'll enjoy your insanity, I know I'm quite enjoying mine," Kaliddene replied airily.

Toothless had no intention of paying close attention to this banter, nor did he have any aspiration to join in. He lay curled tightly in the rear corner of his cage closest to where the sun hit the wall through the grated opening, wings were still bound together with the belts, with his prosthetic pressed against his nose. The material smelled of Hiccup, like metal and pine resin. It was an oddly comforting combination. He dug his nose harder against it, trying to smell every last scent that reminded him of Hiccup - of safe times in the cove and sunning after a swim, Dragon Nip and even those infernal berries. He never thought that he would miss the texture of Hiccup's hair so much.

Now, of all times, Tempest was coming to his mind, he wished he could be with her just for one more day – _I swear to you I'll come back. I swear it on the moon and the stars and everything between I will come home. And you will be safe._ He shook his head. _Shut up! Shut up!_ He snapped at himself._ Shut up! _He sealed his eyes shut, shuffling his legs and wings closer to his body, _Tempest._ The pain was renewed just at the thought of her name.

"Oh, Night Fury," Kaliddene said in a singsong voice, "You're awfully quiet."

"I'm going to die holding the best thing in the forefront of my mind," Toothless mumbled, "not the banter of you lunatics."

"Toothless! Toothless!" A voice hissed. Distinctly human, coming from above him through the air grate. The Night Fury lifted his ears and barked in response, grateful to hear the most sane voice in the vicinity. "Hey, Toothless," Astrid whispered. The dragon could hear her adjust herself over the grate. He couldn't see her because of angle of the shaft. "This is the closest I could get to you, considering the circumstances. Hiccup sort of put me in charge of you if things went downhill - I guess they did." Toothless whined in question, Astrid couldn't see him, even if she could, she probably couldn't read his expressions as well as Hiccup could. "Oh, Hiccup? He's not dead, if that's what you're asking. Nobody tried to hurt him too bad."

"Too bad? They probably skinned that runt and hung it up to dry," Kieron snorted.

"Shut up or I'll skin you, you worthless Stulte!" Toothless barked savagely, "Or perhaps you didn't learn to keep your silence when I shoved your pride up your arrogant ass in the arena? I'd gladly start another lesson."

"Ooh, snap," Kaliddene chortled.

"Whatever you dragons talk about, I hope it's helpful to our cause," He could hear Astrid mutter. The grate shrieked in protest as Astrid worked the hinges, there was a slap, then the grate slammed closed again. Seconds later, a fish dropped to the floor of the cage. It was a large salmon that smelled heavenly to the hungering Night Fury, who had last eaten three days prior, by now. He pounced on it, eagerly downing it and whirring deep in his throat in thanks to the pup. "I have no idea you need to eat, but you must have a huge appetite considering how much fish we've been missing from the stores lately. I'm sorry I couldn't get more though, everybody's up and about, and they already know I'm involved with all this, they'd find it strange to see me walking around with a bunch of fish."

"Humans coming," Flame the Terrible Terror cried, "Vikings!"

Toothless's head shot up fully when he heard Astrid cry out, "Put me down! Ow! Not the braid, not the braid!"

Toothless swiveled his head to the sound of the chain being pulled up on its spool, and the voices of adult Vikings came through the door. "Chief wants this one alive; you got that cart ready..? Well then get it ready, you idiot." The Night Fury leapt up and retreated to the darkest corner, tucking his tail under him and pressing his saddle to the wall. The cage door opened just a crack, harsh light streamed in and stung at his eyes, making him hiss. "There – in the corner." The one pointed out, then turned to taunting the dragon, "Not so brave now, are you?"

"Don't resist!" Izara rumbled, "It will only make them want to hurt you more... just some advice."

"There's no way in Hel I'll go quietly," Toothless hissed.

"Do it." Kaliddene urged, "It'll be worse for you if you don't attack them outright. We can do that with their hatchlings, but the adults are far more dangerous and do not tolerate it."

A Viking entered the cage with tense muscles and harsh breaths, a large strip of leather loosely over his shoulder, a silver buckle shone at the end of it. "Easy, beasty," the man said. He was a hulking man, the one he recognized as the one that worked in the weapon making structure - hammer for a hand and a wooden stick to replace his left foot. He had a square jaw and a swinging mustache. Toothless growled and prowled around the back of the cage, waiting for the perfect moment to dash past the man and make a break for it. But the man seemed to be calculating the movements that the dragon was making also, matching him step for step, always managing to keep himself between the Night Fury and the open door. He seemed to know what he was doing when it came to fighting and holding off dragons, but then again, wouldn't all adult Vikings be skilled at such? "Come on, Night Fury, come a wee bit closer." Toothless hissed at him, sweeping his tail behind him, the metal of the prosthetic scraping shrilly against the stone floor of the cage. He wasn't able to flare his wings because of the belts, which seemed to grow tighter and chaffed around his spar and humorous.

"Hurry up with it, Gobber, Stoick made it clear he wanted this dragon now," a man outside the cage urged, "he looked pretty pissed off, and I don't want to be on the receiving end of his axe."

"Don't ge' yer britches in a wad, Spitelout, this dragon isn't spitfire like the others, it's a thinker. It'sa thinking up something fierce." The man, Gobber, reached his living hand out to the dragon, palm up and fingers loosely spread. It was a risky move, as well as an insanely trustful one. Toothless bared his teeth at the grubby digits, so different from Hiccup's soft and slender fingers, he wasn't going to forget so quickly that he had heard them hurting Astrid. Gobber drew it back slowly, not making any sudden movements. "Hiccup's insane," he whispered, "te touch helspawn like ye." Toothless kept his teeth bared fiercely and continued to pivot his back end around.

Of course, that was when another Viking decided to join Gobber, bludgeon in one hand and a sheild strapped to the other. It was practically useless against a Night Fury, but one would have to admire the man for his hopefulness and pity him for his stupidity, in his entire life, he must have at least once witnessed either the Sciens or himself blow catapult towers into rubble.

He made the mistake of moving around to the rear of the dragon. He made a sudden movement that barely caught in Toothless's eye and the dragon reacted, lashing his tail out and knocking the man's feet out from under him. The Night Fury swung to face him, watching him to down like a boulder, he landed hard in his back. But Gobber was still up and had the reflexes of a cat - and with a swing of his meaty fist, he caught Toothless upside the jaw. The Night Fury was knocked over onto his back, wing twisted uncomfortably under him. Gobber's good foot stomped down on the membrane and pinned it down with a sickening thud, his good hand went to his forelegs to prevent him from kicking out at him, his hammer pressed threateningly to Toothless's powerful hind legs - a single swing would surely break his knees, so Toothless held them still as stone. The other man was quick back to his feet and ran to Gobber, snatched the leather strap from his shoulder, and raced back to Toothless's head, where the dragon was, admittedly, in a daze from the jarring punch. The Viking clamped a hand over Toothless's nose and the front of his jaw, prohibiting him from opening his mouth to blow the man's torso apart with a plasma blast. The leather strap was brought around his head and tightened through the tarnished silver buckle just behind Toothless's eye indents, where it was obvious that his jaw was most easily held closed.

The whole ordeal was quite uncomfortable, especially since Gobber refused to ease his foot off of Toothless's wing or his hammer away from his legs. "Now do you have the cart ready you buffoons?" He asked over his shoulder to the door, scowling like they had poked his mother between the eyes.

"Shut up, Gobber," a voice responded, sounding miffed, "No need to be so high n' mighty, we all make mistakes, even you."

"Just get the damn cart ready."

"Whatever you say, oh mighty Gobber." The door creaked open entirely to reveal a crudely made cart, two metal bars had been bent into arches and beaten into the platform, the first had a set of much smaller ones behind it and had chain links hanging from it. The hammered sides of the links and arches glinted in the retreating sun. He could see yet another Viking, this one a woman with mud brown hair that was pulled in a tight wad at her nape. Her eyes were harder than river stones and her hands rested on the first metal arch of the cart.

Her voice was no softer than her eyes, "I'm with Spitelout for once, we need to go _now_, and this _dragon_," she spat the word, "has to be on the ships because Stoick will bury us neck deep in the ground kick our heads each time he passes by if we don't."

"Nae," Gobber scowled, "Stoick isn' that harsh." Toothless was hauled roughly to his feet by thick hands on his wings, and so began a slow and painful walk to the door, the Vikings grumbling under their breaths at his stubborn stalling. The Night Fury was digging his heels in, trying to keep the inevitable from happening, he didn't want to go anywhere near that cart. For on that cart they would go forwards to the docks, then onto the ships that the woman had mentioned. He didn't want to go anywhere those ships.

_He was going to kill Hiccup._

_All he wanted was to see was that stupid human again. _

To just be able to play with the miracle of Hiccup's hair would be a gift from Nótt. Perhaps Thor would have a hand in it too, being a lesser god of the Night Furies.

He was brought closer to the cart, but the more he struggled, the harder the Vikings pushed on his flanks and behind his jaw and ears, digging their nails and one blunt hook into his hide. "Move it, devil!" Spitelout barked when Toothless jerked his head, "You're strong, but not that strong! Brunhilda, make sure that tail doesn't whip about; all those metal bits look like they would hurt."

"You mangy, horrid, disgusting _humans_!" Toothless growled between his teeth and clenched jaw, he didn't want to move on their whims, but their force together was far greater than what he was on his own, especially at his disadvantage on the ground and with his wings strapped the way they were. Toothless was forced headfirst into the metal rings. It could've been that he hated things close over his head, but when he was shoved under the rings, he panicked and snapped his wings up, but the belts tightened viciously on his hide and he screeched when his spars hit the metal arches. "_Faen denne dritten_!" He swore, although his words sounded like hisses because of the belt on his head, "_Legger hodet på rett_, Stulte_!_"

The humans laughed at his mistake, "You won't be getting far like that." Spitelout chortled, hitting his hammer on the front arch, by Toothless's head. The Night Fury hissed as the sound rang in his ears, and shook his head to clear the ringing from it, but he was met by a wooden yoke being lifted to his throat, the other half clamped down on his nape, uncomfortably snug over his saddle. The woman clamped the clasp down with a harsh clang. He tried to jerk up on the chains, but even though the yoke was small under the arches, it appeared to be attached to the cart by the set of metal rings and chain links, which were thick, but Toothless could see rust developing.

The wood scratched angrily behind his ears when the Night Fury twisted his neck, but no matter what way he tilted his head, the rough wood was unbearably harsh on his hide.

He instinctively attempted to back out of the caging arches, but when he did, the yoke caught him again and his foot slipped. It was humiliating to have to be caught by humans. Untrusting and harsh hands gripped his tail and another pair grabbed his wing shoulder and wretched it upwards. "Stand up, you stupid animal," the woman hissed. Toothless whined at his aching wings, all the stress and wear that had been put on them during the past two days was making them scream with pain at the vice-like grips of the humans.

The belts that had been strapped around his wings that morning squeezed tightly at his muscles, it took all his concentration to try to keep his mind off of the searing pain. They seemed to be tightening – they were tightening.

Toothless jerked his wing away from Gobber's meaty hand with a growl – as if being in a godsdamn cart and yoke wasn't humiliating enough, the human was trying his hardest to get a grip on those leather restraints. "Calm down! Don't want yer wings fallin' off; I have no idea if the chief might need them." The strap on his left wing momentarily tightened, then released and fell to the ground with a clank. The same action was repeated on his right wing and his wings dropped to his sides, thudding down on the wooden cart. It was bliss on his muscles, and he could hear the Valkyries singing in the distance. Toothless tried to capture Gobber's eyes, and for a moment, he almost thought he did, and that's when he tried to force as much blatant gratitude into his eyes as he possibly could. The Viking froze when he met the Night Fury's eyes, an undecipherable emotion flashed across the man's face. Fear, perhaps, maybe mingled with confusion. Gobber worked his jaw and moved on from the dragon, trying to ignore what he had undeniably seen in the emerald eyes.

The cart was rolled through the arena and out to the bridge that connected the ring to the village. From the corner of his eye he could see Astrid scolding a man four times her size – flicking her braid demonstrably with one hand and poking him in the chest with the other, the man cringed and looked as if he was trying to fold in on himself to escape the wrath of the tempered girl. Toothless silently rooted for her, hoping that she buried that Viking in Kieron's shit.

Toothless was brought back to attention when they rolled him down into the village from the eastern slope. The stout and sturdy buildings surrounded him like they had never done before – more imposing than he had ever imagined that they were capable of being – the dragon figureheads that where mounted on the crossbeams of the houses seemed to follow him with their goggle eyes and howling and snarling mouths. Condescending mockery seemed to descend like a beam of intense light from their carved heads and delve into the back of his skull. _What are you doing with yourself, Toothless?_ _Get your mind on track and help that useless twit of a Hiccup._

He placed his front right foot gently on the chain before it. He wriggled his claws around on it and worked his claws about on the loop that held the links. He looked around to his captors – Gobber was trying his hardest to avoid all eye contact with the Night Fury, Spitelout was picking something from his teeth with one hand and had a harsh hand on Toothless's left wing, and Brunhilda was still close to his tail. The other unnamed Vikings pushing at the cart were grunting and muttering as they were forced to push Toothless's weight. For a moment, Toothless was almost glad that Hiccup had brought him a surplus of fish. He continued to shift his eyes around to check on his captors, searching for the perfect moment to snap the chains.

Toothless's ears flicked when they were assaulted with obnoxious laughter. He growled and twisted his head towards the noise, which belonged to a Viking boy, who looked roughly Hiccup's age, though it was hard to tell because of the major size difference. Scruffy black hair stuck out stiffly from under a curled horn helmet and a pug nose perched over a crooked sneer. Two more were with him, nearly identical, but different genders. The two were weighing stones in their hands, snickering to each other.

The first stone hit Toothless square in the side of the head, at the sensitive patch at the base of his ear just behind the belt, and he cried out in pain. "Oi!" Gobber shouted, "You three get lost or I'll feed ye to the dragons! Make yerselves useful and help with the ships." Spitelout grunted at Gobber and shook his head. "Ne'r mind – stay away from the ships – and everything else, for that matter. Either way, make yerselves scarce. Get!" The three teens spewed forth a series of muffled yells, but when they were silenced by a combined glare of both Gobber and Spitelout, they retreated behind one of the houses. Toothless's head throbbed where the stone had connected, but he didn't give himself the luxury of whining. None of the Vikings would bother comforting him. Instead, the cart moved forward relentlessly through the village and down to the gates of the docks. The smell of the tar that had been slapped on the doors was overpowering, and as Toothless was brought through them, it was like a revisit of when he was trying to hold his breath while running through the Dragon Nip patch.

The decline of the docks was steep and Toothless constantly felt as if he was going to pitch off the front of the cart if it wasn't for the yoke, and the large amount of milling humans around him reeked of sweat and other body odors. He choked on the stench and struggled to place his foot back onto the chain – this would be the perfect time to escape. He would be able to snap the chain, then use their numbers and close quarters against them. The cart was coming close to the flagship, and the Vikings were starting to thin out and climb onto their respective boats. The chief was leaning against one of the posts of the dock, looking blankly out over the ocean and scowling at something that only he could see.

It was only a matter of time before it was too late to at least try to escape – from here he could possibly jump off the docks, once he was in the water, there would be no way the humans would be able to catch him.

The Night Fury's foot stamped down on the rust-bitten chain, and the chain tore from the yoke.

The wood splintered and broke from the chains, the hinge snapping and cracking from the rest of the cart, breaking free from Toothless's neck. The dragon sprang out from the arches, and for only a few seconds his plan seemed to work. He made it to the edge of the dock before a Viking threw himself onto Toothless's tail and pinned it to the dock, the man was joined by many others that dog piled on the Night Fury and wrapped their arms back around his wings. Toothless grumbled in annoyance at their stubbornness. The water seemed so close, water flashing when it came off the sides of the boats and splashed back as white bubbles. "Get another yoke and chains, and get a rope in there while you're at it!" A man barked over his shoulder, "Hurry up, pokey!"

It didn't take long for a new yoke to be produced, and it seemed to Toothless that the new crowd of Vikings were eager to shove him back underneath the cart arches. Toothless hissed when the rope was thrown over his back and tightened down through the loops of the cart, the rope didn't cut into his hide, but it gave enough pressure over his saddle to aid in discomfort. The dragon tried his hardest to avoid the yoke that was being pressed to his throat, but the humans snapped it around his neck and slapped closed the clasp.

The Night Fury yanked at the chains with a fierce growl, then screamed in frustration when the chains proved to be new and far stronger than the last. They weren't underestimating him this time, and they were doing it to the best of their abilities to keep him down. These chains were longer than the last, giving him room to move his head more, but the rope constricted the movement of his upper body as a whole, since the humans had tied it off and had it good and tight across his saddle.

The cart jerked upwards and into the air, swinging in the wind and scaring the living Hel out of the Night Fury. It felt so unnatural to be moving in the air, but not moving his wings. _If I could only get the belt off my head, then I would be able to blast my way out._ He thought to himself, _But this belt isn't going anywhere like this._ His foot wasn't able to reach past the yoke the way it was. The Vikings were industrious – they probably were thinking of that when they made the cart – they were smart at all the wrong times for Toothless's convenience. The dragon was silent when the cart was set down on the ship by being swung on through the air – the landing was like a jolt that traveled up his legs and shook his frame.

The Vikings continued their bustle around the ships for a while longer, releasing the sails, reeling in the anchors, and untying the ropes that held the ships parallel to the docks. This all started to sink into the background of Toothless's mind and became muffled when he narrowed his eyes and set his head forwards bullishly.

"Set sail!" The chief shouted, "We head for Helheim's Gate. The planks of the deck creaked dangerously under the weight of the men that moved around on them, groaning especially loud when the man-mountain came to pass Toothless. The combined weight of the huge man and the dragon would be enough to break through the deck if the Viking stayed in one place for too long. Toothless moved his head to get a better look, only to find himself close to the face of the chief. The man snarled. "Lead us home, devil," he then continued on his way to the bow of the ship with purposeful strides.

The Night Fury tried his hardest to keep a brave front, to look ahead, but the shame and humiliation of the situation was too much. His head lowered and his eyes shut, trying to will all the hurt and pain away. But it didn't help.

_Oh Tempest. How far have I fallen?_

* * *

><p><strong>And here we conclude the next chapter of this story. Feel free to comment – any small review makes my day – but big ones are fine too :). <strong>

**Small Announcement: School has begun, so chapters might come a few days later than scheduled, hold in there, we're all in pain.**


	20. Tacenda

**Hey hello there! Welcome to the world of my imagination, mostly formed on the basis of headcanon and angst!**

**Did anybody else have fun with the Battle of the Grounded Dungeon? If you're totally out of the loop, follow me on Tumblr at hiteverypanda and find out what happened!**

**An look! This is one of the shortest chapters I've had since the very beginnings of this story, for which I apologize. Writer's Block has become increasingly worse as homework is starting to pile up, and honestly I hate to think of updating at three week intervals *it gives me shivers*, I don't want to be one of those people who hangs around at the bottom of your 'followed' list.**

* * *

><p>The sea was flat like a mirror, stretching out in all directions, featureless, until it sliced like a blade across the bottom of the sky in a solid aqua line. The sky was a beautiful white-blue, only a few clouds scuttled across the horizon.<p>

If Toothless was able to enjoy it, he would, but at the moment, he was slightly preoccupied with the human that was particularly interested with his saddle. The Viking was a young adult, with long sandy hair tied back at the nape of his neck with a leather thong, and he had been charged with making sure that the belt on Toothless's head stayed in place. The boy sat on the metal arch over Toothless's head with his back to the bow, feet planted on the top of the yoke. He fiddled with the top of the saddle, running his fingers over the pleated leather and flicking at the straps.

"Trap, ge' off there an' take your job somewhat seriously," Gobber scolded the boy, who snapped his head up from Toothless's saddle and scowled.

"It's a head strap. The Night Fury can't even reach it," the boy complained, "And even _you_ can't deny this whole rig Hiccup made is pretty cool."

Gobber flicked Trap in the ear, "Shut up. The chief'll throw you off this ship for ye the even say that name." Trap rubbed his lobe, scowling even more at the man. "Ye apparently didn't hear – Hiccup isn't a Viking no more. And Snotlout is the new successor of Stoick." Trap swallowed audibly. Either in sympathy for Hiccup's disownment or for the fate of the village the day Stoick the Vast died. Gobber started poking the boy in the chest, "An' no nephew o' mine is going teh die being hucked off the side of a ship righ' before we take the Nest. Your mother wouldn't ever let me hear the end of it, and Astrid would kill us."

"Leave my sister out of this – she'll kill both of us twice just for saying that she'll kill us. She has a six sense like she knows somebody's talking about her."

"Gods, you're right. Now shut up. I mean it."

Toothless was busy processing this information, still watching the two humans return silently to their work. Trap sat next to Toothless's head with his hands on his legs, a rather baleful expression was on his face, and Gobber went to the rudder of the ship to berate whoever was manning it.

Berk had been left behind two days ago, and every inch they traveled seemed to drag more and more on Toothless's bones and weigh on his wings, which were now lying by his sides and resting limply on the floor of the cart. The farther they went from the island that had been his home, the tenser the Vikings became, and it was rubbing his scales the wrong way. Their terse silence was unsettling as they moved about the ship, pulling at ropes, occasionally readjusting the sail wordlessly. Toothless twisted his head around, trying to strain his head to see around the ship but the yoke kept him from looking around too much. Trap tensed when the Night Fury made eye contact with him, fear-scent coming off him in waves. Toothless broke eye contact deliberately to keep the human from striking out at him – he was still sore from the stone thrown by the Berkian teens. The young man was soon called off to man some other part of the ship, and Toothless was finally left alone.

Within the course of the past few minutes, the scenery had changed completely. The sky to the right was pregnant with clouds, bellies heavy with water and grey from their density, fog crept underneath the dark clouds, extending out in tendrils and evaporating only a couple hundred meters from under the cloud bank above.

Toothless wasn't stupid. That was all from the Smouldering Smokebreaths, only, last he had seen the banks during the day, they had stretched out more than a mile out from under the clouds. The fog was clearly dissipating, and by the looks of it, getting thinned out to the point of being able to see through it to the length of a Nightmare, but that was with his eyesight. The ships were eased into the fog by the men at the rudders, the planks creaked and groaned as they navigated on pins through the sea stacks. The Night Fury shuddered to think the catastrophe that would occur if any one of the ships as much as brushed against the pillars of rocks.

That was when Stoick the Vast spoke for the first time for the whole voyage, "Sound your positions – stay within earshot."

"Here."

"One length to your stern."

"On your starboard flank."

"Three widths to port."

"Ahead, at your bow."

"Haven't a clue."

_How comforting. We're definitely going to all stay alive now._ Toothless tried to look around to see which ship would have had the last man, but the echoes coming off the rocks were disorienting when he tried to pinpoint the sound, but it didn't matter, because he could hear some other men berating him.

Goober hobbled up to the stern where the chief stood, "Listen... Stoick... I was overhearing some of the men just now and, well, some of them are wondering what it is we're up to here – not me of course, I know you're always the man with the plan – but some, not me, are wondering if there is in fact a plan at all, what it might _be_?"

Stoick growled, "Find the Nest and take it." Toothless smirked at how straightforward the Vikings could be. With that plan and nothing else, they'd get approximately two feet up the beach before getting their ships burned and being tossed into the sea at the mercy of Scauldrons, Thunderdrums, and the occasional Oceanzap.

"Ah, of course, send them running." Gobber was clearly unimpressed. "The old Viking fallback. Nice and simple."

Something twitched at Toothless's mind, something that he didn't realised that was there before – a tugging sensation that had him straining to listen. Whispers. They were like smoke wisps that would curl around his ears then disappear into nothingness. He felt like they were important somehow. They would tell him how to get off the boat. They would distract the Vikings. They would give him strength the swim away… to _catch… kill… hunt… fly_.

He tilted his ears and head to catch the sound more effectively, but the whispers and other speech garbled it. Stoick the Vast rushed past him to the rudder, growling at his men to step aside.

Toothless's head shot up when the voices reached a whispered crescendo. His pupil's flickered in size and his ears moved questioningly. _Bite! Rip! Tear!_ _Kill!_ No. He reprimanded the voices with a mental bark, he wouldn't devolve into a mindless killer. He knew it was the Queen, influencing his thoughts as Celine said. The voices weren't around him, they were coming from him, crawling up from the deepest crevices of his mind and forcing basest desires and instincts to the surface of his thoughts. He was going to be the end of himself if he allowed them to continue their rampant rein on his thoughts.

He had to keep his head in the face of danger – but to ignore the voices coming from his own mind was going to be hard. For a flash second, they briefly reminded him of the voice that berated him back when his tail first had torn off – the one that reminded him in its own rather annoying way that he was flightless by means of Celine's hunting song.

Toothless swung his head again, trying his hardest to be as clear as possible in order not to have the ship run aground on the bases of the sea stacks. It would be disastrous and they would all die, so he was forced to choose between the lesser of two evils. One of the men leaned over the side of the ship and gave a shouted whisper to the boatmen behind, "Hard to port!" The exclamation was passed along back through the ships, all of them followed the lead of the first through the sea stacks by the lead of the Night Fury.

His head moved slowly from side to side, trying to pick up on new sounds that were coming from around them. He strained at the chains, with his eyes wide open, he was able to see some dragons perched on the flats and ledges of the stacks. A Nadder shuffled to the side, following the course of the ship when it rounded around the sea stack, she made a barely audible chirrup of curiosity.

She murmured to her partner, a female Sand Wraith. "The Night Fury is here. He brings humans."

"Dirty bastard," the Wraith hissed, "what is he trying to accomplish?"

"If he wishes to scare away my fish, he's doing a smack good job of it," The Nadder replied sourly.

Toothless swiveled his head again to see more dragons that were surrounding the ships unbeknownst to the humans. A Nightmare was wrapped around a nearby stack, his thin neck snaking about the mist, mixing it about and curling.

His smaller horns indicated his youth – all dragons that had gathered and hid in the mist were hardly yearlings, some markings had barely come to surface on their hides that would prove them to be old enough to take mate. The Nightmare's claws clicked like insects when he slithered around on the sea stack's slick rock. "He's scared, tha' one," the he whispered across to the Nadder and Wraith, "It's inna his eyes."

"Why wouldn't he be?" Another replied, his voice scratchy like coarse sand, belonging to a glaze-eyed Nadder, "he's stuck there on that human boat."

Toothless shook his head in irritation. The whispered voices of the dragons above clashed and confused themselves with the ethereal ones that the Night Fury was trying his hardest to ignore.

"The Queen will know. She must know," The Sand Wraith said fearfully, "She always knows."

"Calm it, Neferti," The Nightmare hissed, "You're getting awfully loud. We should be getting back anyways."

The group of four lifted off like ghosts into the fog, the only one that made any significant noise was when the glaze-eyed Nadder clipped his wing on a jutting sea stack – he let out a silent curse, his companions all hissed warnings to him to be quieter, but helped him level out and get his wing strokes back into rhythm.

The crack and loud splash of the rocks that dislodged from the impact made all the Viking men cringe and tighten their grips on their swords and axes. "Bloody demons," a man beside Toothless hissed, spitting into the water, "They're watching us." His statement was met by a few nods from the other men on their boat.

* * *

><p>An eerie stillness surrounded the boats in a heavier blanket than the fog, and the men around him shifted uneasily.<p>

They became even shiftier when the wooden head of a Nightmare loomed through the Smokebreath fog, narrow and exaggerated, with goggle eyes and lolling tongue. Gobber laughed in an attempt of being lighthearted, "Ah, I was wondering where that went."

The mast of the ship knocked against the nose of the wooden dragon, shaking the ropes and chains of the ship. Trap moved himself to the side of the ship, looking like he was trying to meld into the side rails of the ship. The boy knew what was coming, Toothless could smell the fear on him, but it was pushed to the side of his consciousness as he battled with the voices again. Steering the Vikings through the sea stacks was hard enough when Stoick the Vast was too busy taking sharp turns and last minute shifts in the boat's direction.

The boat continued to clip against the roads and creak each time the water slapped against the hull. The new contact with the rocks set off a furious buzz from dragons.

They were at the Nest.

Toothless suddenly realized the gravity of the situation. He was at the Nest. All the other dragons were at the Nest. _Vikings were at the Nest._ He really shouldn't be there. The Night Fury started to desperately tug on the yoke, any way to get out of the best way to get out. The wood audibly splintered and dug into his neck like a blunt dagger. It was a valiant effort, but he soon gave up, absently scratching the wood beneath him as he watched the chief come closer to the bow of the ship, stepping up onto a raised platform for a better view of the Nest.

The air buzzed with the sounds of hundreds on hundreds of dragons all in one place, Toothless growled quietly, so that only the attentive would hear him, so they would not stray from the Nest and be sighted. Only one seemed to hear and heed his warning. A pennant tail of a cherry red Nightmare hung off the ledge, but was flicked in with a rustling swipe. The gaudy color and sound of the movement was enough to attract the attention of the Vikings and snap them out of their silent reverie.

"We're here," the chief said, Toothless could hear a smile in the human's words. Stoick the Vast leapt off the side of the boat and out of Toothless's sight, but as soon as the crunch of the pebble beach sounded, the Nest quieted to the point where one could only hear the water trickling through the rocks as it receded back into the blue-black water. "Anchor the boats – we attack from the beach."


	21. Hiccup is Coming

**My shame is overwhelming. I did the exact opposite of what I said I'd do. Please bear with me – I have some pretty bad classes bunched together this semester, and they're totally killing my muse.**

**Happy Thanksgiving to all my fellow Canadians, Happy Columbus Day to you Americans, enjoy all your lovely holidays, and I hope you also enjoy this chapter.**

* * *

><p>The whole of the Viking forces were now on the beach except for a few men, continuing to empty out the holds of the ships. Among them was Trap, who was tasked with, once again, making sure that Toothless's head belt was secure, which, as the boy voiced, was incredibly dull. "This is ridiculous. 'Check the dragon, Trap.'" He muttered, "'make sure the belt is good an' tight, boy'o.' Well, Uncle Gobber, the belt don't get no tighter than it does." The young Viking pulled on the belt for spite, even when the Night Fury grunted in pain.<p>

Leather was certainly a very good device for inflicting pain, now that Toothless thought about it.

"Watch yourself, pup," Toothless growled when Trap took the strap and jerked it. Boredom seemed to be getting the best of the boy, and he certainly didn't want his comfort to be at the behest of the adolescent's boredom.

"Yah, yah," Trap scowled, "We're all annoyed with this situation. Probably you more than myself of course, you're the one strapped to a boat, no escape, nobody coming to help you..." The Night Fury grunted in agreement, "Yep. You more than myself." He said in resignation. "Hey, keep that tail down." The boy thwacked the dragon roughly on the shoulder when Toothless had shifted his tail.

"Oi, boy," a man came up from behind, "Stop talking to the dragon, we're all going nuts as it is and we don't need you talking to that mindless beast."

"Sorry Mr. Ack, just not myself today."

"Aye, none of us are," the man replied. He placed a calloused hand on Trap's shoulder, shooting Toothless a poisonous glare over his voluminous beard, "It's the beast setting us on edge."

"Yes, Mr. Ack. Of course, Mr. Ack." Traps eyes flicked from the man's rough had on his shoulder to the Night Fury. Although Toothless's ebony head was bowed, his eye facing to the humans was intently locked with Trap's. The dragon knew his emerald gaze was making the boy uncomfortable; he tried to imagine that his eyes were piercing through the tough exterior to the boy's soul. The sadistic part of Toothless's mind was really getting into the mood – the Vikings were making all too easy for the voices to return.

_Young blood. Warm. Fresh. Hot. _

Resisting was important. List, a list had helped before. _My name is Aranon. I am a Night Fury. My mate's name is Tempest. She is also a Night Fury._ _Tempest will be home when this is over, and I shall meet her again. The first opportunity I have I'll tell her that we're naming our first pup Veripedes._

The voices were persistent. _Kill. Kill! Drink the blood. Stain your maw with the blood of their hatchlings!_

Humans had pups. _Pups!_ He shouted at the voices. _Veripedes, Mzi, Kor, Raevun, Heldane, Abernea!_ With a final yell he finally banished the voices from his mind, and it became blissfully quiet and alone within his own consciousness. It was a comforting emptiness, strangely enough.

"Come with me, Trap, I'll take you down on the beach. That belt can't get any tighter without popping the beast's eyes out from their sockets." _Damn right it can't. _Toothless thought sourly. Trap allowed the older man to steer them away, only sparing the Night Fury a fleeting second glance. It was one that spoke anger and regret at the same time.

He was frightened and angry at something he couldn't control. It was out of both of their capacity to stop whatever stone had begun to roll.

The two humans lay a plank over the side rail that bridged them to the next ship, which also had a plank waiting to be connected to a network of planks that spanned across the entirety of the fleet, each time the men crossed though, the plank would be pushed back into the its original boat, to keep the system working. So when the plank dropped to the deck with a loud slap, Toothless was completely alone.

The dragon looked around the boat, only a spare axe lay on its side on the aft, forgotten by its owner in the excitement of getting off the boat after the dragging days spent on it. The metal was lackluster and pitted by dragon's blood that had eaten away at the metal long past in its life. Toothless pawed absently at the wood of the cart – the wood had begun to bow under his weight on the send day of the voyage, and with the combined efforts of his lack of movement and his pawing, he could possibly break through the wood sometime within the next century.

He wasn't kidding himself with his chances of escape, which were little to none.

The sky was getting darker, as if the clouds had somehow managed to condense even further and move around the island seamlessly. The fog was rolling away and eddying on the fringes of human activity.

Men were hacking logs into spears and wedging them into the pebble beach, creating a protective barrier from the ground to the tips of the spikes – as long any attacking dragon didn't bother to breathe fire, any man that took refuge beneath a pole would be protected, and the dragon would be either deterred or speared through the chest or soft belly.

Toothless hoped to whatever gods would listen that no dragon would even attempt to get close to the humans, he would rather any dragon with a hint of self-preservation would turn tail and fly as long and hard as they could. But the Nest itself was yet to be touched by the humans, like they were too frightened to touch some sacred ground that existed at the base of the volcano. An invisible force seemed to buffer them away from the blackened rock.

A plank thudded back down to the rail of the ship, and when Toothless whipped his head back around to see a new Viking traversing the makeshift bridge. The man's bristly beard resembled a stiff sheaf of straw, and the black beetle eyes that peered out from under eyebrows that could lift a boulder if the owner decided that was what he wanted to do.

Toothless quickly averted his gaze, not wanting to be targeted by the monster of a man, shrinking down on his haunches and tucking his wings against his sides tighter than he ever anticipated possible. His ears lay back as far as possible on his head and neck. The man growled low at the Night Fury like a feral animal, then lumbered off to the back of the ship to collect something. The dragon swept his tail away from the human; the prosthetic clicked and scraped against the rough wood of the deck, only amplified by the stark silence of the fleet.

The Viking's head snapped back to the Night Fury, cold hard beetle eyes staring into Toothless's emerald ones. The Night Fury held the grim stare, his mouth a hard line of black scales and a few exposed white teeth, but the human broke it off and spat onto the deck, grabbing the forgotten axe on the aft and going back to the plank and crossing onto the neighbouring ship.

The Night Fury squinted towards the shore – the chief was holding council with Gobber, Spitelout, and a blond haired woman that greatly resembled Astrid and even more distantly, Trap. She must be their mother. Toothless scanned over the rest of the beach, eyeing back over the pikes and to the men that swarmed around them.

Toothless knew that they would strike soon enough – the catapults were lined up and loaded with rocks, a single one held a rattan ball, which seemed extremely useless against an active volcano. He could only speculate. Stoick broke away from the council, his fur clad-back to the longship fleet. He raised a muscle-bound arm, hand open. The chief's hand clenched into a fist, and the throwing arm of the middle catapult snapped forward and hurled its boulder payload.

The Night Fury watched in horror as the first boulder connected with the mountainside, the rocks cracked and crumbled outwards like wet sand at the contact.

Stoick stood solidly at the entrance, the apex of the arch far above him.

Toothless's brow furrowed at the eerie silence that filled the air, thicker than a bog and just as stifling – it seemed to be like when he dashed across the sky at his top speed, being able to become so fast he could outfly the sounds of his very wingbeats. The silence seemed to stretch on forever, but it was suddenly pierced by the rattan ball catching fire in its cradle, the sharp hissing and popping of the straw and twigs within were in sharp contrast with the suffocating silence. The arm of the catapult pitched forward, flinging the flaming ball towards the Nest and into the hole.

As it flew in, it illuminated the bodies of hundreds of dragons – Nightmares, Nadders, and Zipplebacks mostly, with the odd Gronkle that managed to cling to the tunnel wall. They must have taken refuge in the lower tunnels of the Nest to evade the Queen's growing appetite, most of them were either elderly or yearlings, the venerable ones that the Queen would most likely to target in her fury and hunger.

The swarm of dragons tensed against their roosts, pressing themselves with all their might to their stalactites and stalagmites and every bump and crevice between. The Night Fury could sympathise – they felt that if they didn't move or got out of the way enough, the Vikings wouldn't see them.

The human silence was broken when the chief growled out a frightening scream, and all the dragons scattered, not only from the tunnel opened by the humans, but from the narrower tunnels that let out from the side of the mountain – strong, capable dragons that had power in their veins were fleeing as if they had the horrors of Helheim on their tails. They cried out in a cacophony of terror, others in anger. Toothless could feel some of their gazes burning at him, boiling pure hatred under their hides for the Night Fury who led the humans to the Nest and endangered all of them.

His shame quickly turned into desperation, looking urgently for Celine in the streams of the dragons, any flash of blue and gold across the grey sky would be welcome at this point. He didn't. Toothless sank down on the cart, ears drooping past his neck and eyes following the numerous paths of the fleeing dragons. The Night Fury prayed that she was leaving on the other side of the mountain, or that she had had sense and had tried to leave the Red Death again after Toothless shooed her out of the cove.

He saw the Vikings throwing their spears and swinging their swords and hammers at the dragons in a vain attempt to strike at least one, but not a single dragon fell to their weapons. But these people were Vikings, Vikings with incredibly thick skulls and simple minds, so it didn't surprise Toothless when he heard the shout of Spitelout rise above the masses, "We've done it!"

The responding cheers of the Vikings only confirmed Toothless's earlier musing, because the Night Fury suddenly picked up on underlying vibrations, like whispers of movement, coming from within the mountain.

Toothless's eyes widened when Sorcha's words came back to him, from when she batted him across their ledge in order to keep him from taking off - _"We ain't allowed flying out of the nest till the Queen say we can! She'll eat 'cha if you try going out!"_

The Queen was coming for her disobedient dragons to punish them.

She was going to eat him.

The Night Fury strained at his yoke, feet scrabbling at the wooden cart in desperation. Long gauges appeared in the grain when his razor claws sheared through the wood, he ignored the splintering wood that needled through his foot scales and into his flesh, although he was staring to wish that he had let his puphood calluses remain.

The rumbling grew louder, the guttural noises of the queen clearing her throat amplified through the exit tunnels – the sound of massive muscles stretching and her claws scraping on rocks as she ascended from her abyss of lava and smoke, and into the surface world for the first time in what Toothless guessed would be centuries.

The chief finally saw Toothless's struggle with the yoke and shouted at his men, swinging his shield to emphasize his words. It was unintelligible to the dragon, who was still straining to hear the progress of the Red Death.

Suddenly, there was a cracking noise of rock fracturing and ground in an unnatural way as the Red Death pushed her way through the nest – he could hear her knocking over pillars and the cries of the dragons that were unable to leave the nest being crushed by the falling rocks and Queen.

The Red Death let out an ear splitting scream, the air from her massive lungs blew out the new fractures in the sides of the Nest, blustering through the mass of Vikings and between the ships of the fleet – the boats moaned and rocked as they were pushed about by the forceful wind. The sails had been tied to the masts, but the wooden poles still caught the air current just fine, and the ship that Toothless was on swayed dangerously, the side rail to his right nearly dipped into the frigid water.

The chief yelled for his warriors to get clear, and that's when the panic began.

The mountain began to crumble, boulders and rocks falling loose from the ledges they used to perch on then, gradually, larger sheaths of rocks sheared off the sides of the Nest, burying themselves in the pebbles below or just shattering when they hit rock with a higher density. The bellows of the Red Death could hardly be heard over the crashing noises of the destruction, but it never fell away, for just as the Vikings cleared a space that seemed safe enough for them, the Queen under the mountain rose up and broke open the side of the mountain.

* * *

><p>Her nose horn was the first thing to show through the rock – broken and leading towards her rotting and pitted teeth. Rock and dust burst forward with her, tumbling down in a waterfall of deadly projectiles at her feet, crushing men and women beneath them.<p>

The Queen shook her head to rid herself of the rocks that lodged behind her crown, then opened her giant maw and _screamed_.

In that scream, Toothless was hit with the brunt of the Red Death's telepathic emotions, as if her scream conveyed her emotions rather than her speaking. _Kill Lightningwing!_ He staggered. _Angry. Hungry. Hungry! Stupid Lightningwing! Curses! Hurting! Eat it! _Lightningwing – the old name, one of the many, for his kind, from the days they shared lightning bolts with Skrills. _Idiot!_ She stepped forward, scattering the Vikings further. Four of her six eyes were closed protectively, only to be opened when she absolutely needed to.

Toothless continued to wretch at the yoke, desperate to get off of the boat and away. The Vikings let their catapults fly, but the rocks hardly put a dent in the Queen's composure, instead, she reared her head back and then swooped down, catching the closest catapult to her in her giant maw. She kicked over another.

There was a cry from a man to retreat to the ships, but was stopped by the chief's yell in contradiction.

Toothless's eyes widened, then clenched shut when the jet of flame came, engulfing the fleet.

Dragon scales were impervious to fire in most cases, but Toothless could still feel the flames licking his hide. He quickly tucked his tail underneath the cart to protect the prosthetic – if the metal melted onto his scales, it would be painful and constricting until he shed them – if he ever lived to shed them. Toothless hissed at the sound of men screaming, jumping off the boats to escape the flame that would burn them alive if they didn't, weapons flew from their hands and clattered against the sides of the ships.

The Night Fury felt the flames cease, and slowly opened his eyes to find that the boat he was in was burning. The pine pitch that filled the cracks between planks had caught fire and was spreading throughout the ship – the smell was like a pine forest burning, the scent stuffing his nose. If the ship was burning, there was only a matter of time before it burned through the hull and sunk the ship – he would drown before he could even begin to get himself free.

The Red Death howled when somebody threw a pike at her face, hitting close to one of her eyes. She brought her head down and swung it side to side, trying to get around her various blind spots to get a good view of the humans that dared to attack her.

Gobber yelled at the Queen, egging her on to fight him, rather than the chief, but Stoick fought Gobber for the monster's attention. She rumbled deep in her chest in confusion, why the humans wanted her attention seemed to be beyond her comprehension after centuries of being purposely avoided by creatures other than her Smokebreaths. The Queen reared up onto her hind feet, opening her mouth and gathering gas in her throat.

Toothless scrunched his wings to his sides and his tail back under the cart again in preparation for the second blast of fire – surely the last he would witness at the rate that her last blast that had by now reduced the aft to embers.

He almost missed the ball of fire that exploded behind the Queen's crown. She bellowed angrily, stomping back down heavy on her haunches. A group of dragons flew past her swinging head, flying in perfect formation.

Toothless was stunned – what dragons were crazy enough to fly so close to the Queen when she obviously would've eaten them upon their return? When they leveled out, Toothless saw one dragon that he knew – Kieron. The Nightmare was carrying the burly black-haired boy, who was whooping and shouting something to the Viking men and women below.

The Night Fury needed a few moments to collect himself – the voices of Ephos and Dophos, Izara, and Kaliddene were clearly recognisable, shouting at each other in their usual bickering way.

"Ephos, Dophos," Izara snapped, readjusting a large boy on her back, "watch your tails; you nearly took me out – again!"

"You try-"

"-carrying these two idiots!"

Toothless desperately searched for his pup on any of the dragon's backs, and found him on Kaliddene. It was odd to see Hiccup on the back of another dragon, hair swept back by the wind and looking far more in control in the sky than he did on land. Astrid was behind him, arms around his thin waist, her face fixed into a determined scowl.

The ground sung around the beach a second time, the teens were communicating across the space between dragons, then they broke apart and went their separate ways – Kieron, Ephos and Dophos, and Izara split off towards the enraged Red Death, and Kaliddene winged her way towards the boats.

Hiccup was coming.

* * *

><p><strong>AND that's the product of three long weeks of blood, sweat, and tears.<strong>

** Follow, review, all that jazz.**
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Kaliddene swooped in over the boats, her wingbeats only seemed to fan the flames that had by now snapped the ropes binding the sail to the mast and now the sail was burning like a blazing pennant of Hel, a metal bar fell from it. Hiccup jumped down, and for one of the only acrobatic moments in his life so far, landed on the deck of the ship next to the cart.

The boy whipped back to face Kaliddene and Astrid, "Go help the others!" He yelled, waving his arms.

Kaliddene screeched as she flew off, "Hurry up, Night Fury! Queen's gonna work herself in a real fit over the others!"

Toothless's pup came back and put his hands on either side of the dragon's face, wedging his fingers beneath the belt. He mumbled while he caught Toothless's eyes. The two held each other's gazes while Hiccup wretched at the leather – the belt caught at the ridges of his eye sockets and underneath his jaw – the mumbles were somewhat comforting, but Hiccup's heart was fluttering like a frightened mouse and that made Toothless's own pound against his ribcage like a Speedstinger's footfall. "Hold on, okay, hold on."

The belt slipped off, relieving a large amount of pressure from Toothless's head that he wasn't aware had been there. The flesh it had been pressed against started to throb as blood rushed back.

Hiccup began trying to work on the chains by using the fallen bar from the mast to try to pry the links apart. Unfortunately, the boy's small weight was not enough to even bend the link that was attached to the cart, let alone move it substantially. The Queen bellowed again at the smaller dragons that continued to maneuver around her head. Toothless could barely hear the loud cursing of Kieron over it – and that was quite the feat.

Toothless cringed when the Queen readjusted her stance, but his eyes widened when her bludgeoning tail swept across the beach and over the heads of Vikings that couldn't get away from her. It came over the fleet and bashed over the mast of the flagship.

Hiccup had still been working on the one link when the mast came slamming down onto the deck, and the smouldering mast knocked the boy over. Hiccup fell with a yell, landing hard on his elbows and side, and Toothless had jerked his head back to avoid having it crushed. The mast was unbelievably close to his paws. The Night Fury and human barely had time to recover before the Red Death's hind foot came thundering down over the fleet, the heel of it smashed through the bow of the boat and taking it away into the water under it.

Toothless was overwhelmed by water when the ship pitched forward dangerously and then downwards, straight into the frigid water. The wheels of the cart only encouraged the Night Fury's movement down into the water off the broken front of the boat, and he was dumped into the water before he could understand completely what was happening.

The cold shocked him into action once more, but the heavy metal attached to the cart weighed down the contraption and made Toothless sink to the bottom faster than he ever thought possible. The Night Fury's breath escaped him in a shocked gasp, and all the air than he had retained was lost to bubbles.

Hiccup came swimming after him, and reached Toothless by the time he hit the bottom. A hand went to Toothless's snout to calm him when the dragon was thrashing his head side to side, trying to rid himself of the yoke once more, but the wood and metal latches held firm to their places like they were intended to, and Toothless was feeling the exact opposite of calm. The boy started to tug on the chain in a desperate last ditch attempt to get them loose, and Toothless started to jerk his head in the opposite direction to put stress on the links – hopefully it would be of help to Hiccup, but it didn't seem to be working, even when they redoubled their efforts, because Hiccup had let go of the chain and pulled away.

A dark shape came in from behind Hiccup, but Toothless only noticed at the last second before it grabbed Hiccup by the shoulder and pulled him back from the dragon and up to the surface, away from him. "Hiccup!" Toothless exclaimed, searching for the boy in his darkening vision.

Already the cold was beginning to slow his movement, making his blood run sluggishly through his veins. His inner flame was beginning to dim to a bare flicker in the cold of the water, and his eyelids drooped down. Toothless's legs curled up under his body, and he started to roll in the loose confines of the metal arches on the cart.

_This is to be how I end._ Toothless thought. _Not very poetic, this way of going, is it?_

The dark form came again, snapping Toothless out of his stupor, bringing him face to face with none other than Stoick the Vast. The Viking chief was staring wide eyed at the dragon through the water, and there seemed to be a moment of understanding that passed between the two beings – I save your life, you save mine.

If the silent agreement was any different, Toothless wouldn't have cared either way.

The Night Fury leaned to the right, and the chief took firm hold of the yoke on either side of the latch. Toothless could hear the straining of the Viking's muscles, the way they tensed in effort to break open the yoke. The yoke snapped free of the Night Fury's neck.

Toothless held the chief's gaze for a moment longer while readjusting his stance on the cart, then sprang forward, grabbing the human by the cape as he passed and jetting up through the water. The Night Fury burst out of the water, water drumming against his tight wings as it fell again, and called out triumphantly as he dropped the man onto the rocks – gently as he possibly could with such a heavy man, of course.

Toothless winged to a nearby boulder not too far from the shore, shaking his body to rid himself of any water that still clung to his slick scales. He turned his head to see Hiccup standing by his father, wide eyed at what had just happened. Toothless barked at the pup, "You coming or what?" he gestured towards the Queen with a flick of his head.

Hiccup grinned, "You got it, bud." The boy run up to the rock and climbed up it, he came up to the Night Fury's wing and threw himself over it into the saddle with a sort of practiced ease. Toothless could feel the saddle twitching as Hiccup pulled at the cords and strapped his feet in. The Queen bellowed again at the smaller dragons that buzzed around her head like pesting wasps.

"Hiccup!" Stoick exclaimed, taking his son by the arm, his hand wrapping around the boy's entire forearm with no problem. "I'm sorry... f-for everything."

"Yah, me too." Hiccup replied solemnly. Toothless shook his tail again to rid the leather padding between his tail and the wooden tube of the prosthetic. The soft leather shed the water easily, but the cloth was so waterlogged it would have to get some airtime to dry out.

"You don't have to go up there."

"We're Vikings. It's an occupational hazard." Toothless could hear the smile in the boy's voice, like he was quoting something humorous.

Stoick now took hold of Hiccup's arm with both hands, "I'm_ proud_ to call you my son."

"Thanks dad." The boy sounded in awe of his father's words. Toothless was going to twist his head around to see the pair better, but quickly decided against it. It was their moment, not his. Stoick the Vast stood to the side as his small son shared a look with the Night Fury. Determined and ready to carry out what must be done.

Toothless tensed his muscles, bunching up his hindquarters and forelegs, and he leapt upwards and into the sky. The muscles in his wings screamed from the sudden use of them days after they had last been opened, and the fact that Toothless was climbing into the sky at a vertical didn't help at all, but to gain an advantage in any fight, he had to get far up into the sky first, then strike downwards with his plasma blast to do sufficient damage.

He stopped his ascent and hung beneath the clouds, circling the battlefield to continue to dry off his head and to give Hiccup time to double check the equipment – they couldn't afford any malfunctions – either by means of fire or by the harnesses disconnecting again. It was good for the prosthetic too, the fabric was getting lighter and the leather padding was shedding even more water.

Hiccup scratched Toothless on the side of the neck, just behind the first strap of the saddle. "I missed you, bud. So much." Both of their eyes scanned the carnage below them vigilantly, and at the same time, spotted Kaliddene and Astrid. The Queen was now sparing her fire, and was sucking in a breath – and the dragon and girl. "Are you ready?" The Night Fury barked in affirmation, then tucked in his wings. The two of them plummeted downwards and around a pair of sea stacks and arches of stone, Toothless was hardly visible to the human eye, but the distinctive whistle of his wings elicited the immediate response of the Vikings crouching down and covering their bodies with their shields, screaming what they always did. _Night Fury! Get down!_ Toothless curved his tail and directed his body directly in line with Kaliddene's straining form, once he got a clear angle on the inside of the Queen's mouth, he let loose a plasma blast.

His blue fire hit the giant in the side of her gums, just below a rotting tooth. The Queen screamed out in pain and outrage, drawing her head back and up in an angry roar. Kaliddene dropped away, the force of his blast had disrupted her wing beats and had shoved Astrid off her back – the girl and dragon both tumbled downwards, Kaliddene back first to the ground and Astrid falling, screaming.

Toothless and Hiccup drew upwards together, spinning when they lost momentum and looping back to where the girl was falling. The Night Fury caught her with his front left foot, and kept flying. "Did you get 'er?" _Did I get her? Of course I got her._ Toothless tucked his head under his chest to look at Astrid. He had no idea that he had gotten her by the foot, but it had served him well enough, and her too, because she smiled at him. Toothless returned the smile. _And he doubted me._

The Night Fury and the human swooped near to the ground and swung Astrid upward; bringing his hind legs forward to support her back and easing her down to the beach, then flapped his wings again to speed his way forwards around the shore of the beach. They continued their climb upwards to get a better angle, pumping his wings even though they screamed to high Valhalla.

"That thing has wings! Okay, let's see if it can use them!"

Hiccup pulled the top handle of the saddle to the side once the two of them had reached a high point in the sky just beneath the clouds; he flipped around, pumped his wings one last time and slipped into a dive. The prosthetic and Hiccup on his back made it difficult to stay straight in his dive, so he had to keep correcting himself by opening his wings on either side. Toothless pulled up on his angle and waited for a moment before loosing a plasma blast into the side of the Queen's neck.

"You have no idea how long I've waited to do that, you bitch!" Toothless screeched as he sped over the Queen. She had fallen over with a resounding bellow that echoed off the sides of the Nest and sea stacks and water, shaking even more rocks loose from the side of the mountain.

Her wing slowly extended up into the sky like a tatty blue sail. Like a banner of Hel.

_I'm gonna kill this bitch if it's the last thing I do._

* * *

><p>Toothless and Hiccup had gone on another circuit of the beach to assess the situation that had developed so far. Toothless had grown accustomed to the screaming pain in his wings by now, and his blood sang with lightning adrenaline, coursing through his veins.<p>

"You think that did it?" Hiccup asked, yelling over the wind so he could be heard, though the effect was somewhat cancelled for Toothless because Hiccup had said it over his shoulder. Toothless could already hear the Queen lifting herself up from the stones on the beach. Her gigantic wings creating a thrumming noise in that pounded in his ears. The Night Fury swayed to the side from his straight course to get a better look at the Queen, who was now coming hot on his tail. Oh yah. She's really pissed.

"You stupid Lightningwing!" She cried furiously, "I'll kill you and use your bones to pick my teeth! I'll soil your dead body!"

"Well, he can fly."

"And she's not very polite," Toothless barked sarcastically. The Night Fury pumped his wings harder and sped up. The only way to shake the Queen and get a decent head start was to go through the sea stacks. Once they ran out of stacks though, he and Hiccup both would have to make a decision whether or not to take the offensive by stealth or by hitting her where it hurts in the open. She was big and couldn't make sharp turns. That was her disadvantage. He was small and fast and could turn on a pin.

He took a turn around a large stack, narrowly avoiding the teeth of the Queen. Toothless swerved sharply to the left to return the advantage back in his favor. It worked. The Red Death couldn't turn as sharp as he could, so her wing smashed through two of the sea stacks at her shoulders. She bellowed again in pain and anger as she shook the rocks from her wings. Toothless sped along the beach like a black bullet and past the bewildered Vikings, and he could hear the Queen coming in hot right behind him with her thrumming wing beats.

The Vikings cheered as they streaked past, but when the Red Death crashed through the sea stacks in front of them, the joyfulness was killed by cold hard reality.

Hiccup kept him in a straight line with little room for wavering – except for him to sway side to side to try to gain small glances back at her position behind him. Her giant maw snapped once again when she thought she was close enough, but she wasn't, and her teeth crashed together on empty air. If you're gonna think of something, Hiccup, think of something fast.

Toothless glanced upwards, at the overcast sky, then met his human's eyes. They both knew what they had to do. "Okay Toothless," Hiccup said with confidence, "time to disappear!" Hiccup spurred Toothless upwards towards the cloud layer. "Come on, Bud!"

The Night Fury changed his flight pattern to almost straight up again, and the Queen followed him too. It was difficult for her, using her tatty wings to keep her improperly proportioned body up with the more agile Night Fury, and she bellowed again in frustration. "You'll rot Night Fury!" She opened her mouth with a screech, and even before Hiccup yelled a warning, he could feel the heat of her building fire on his flanks. Toothless veered off to the side to avoid the jet of flame.

The Night Fury led the Red Death straight into the cloud layer, and she kept up her vicious attempts to snap the smaller dragon down her gullet, but continued to miss her mark.

Toothless took one quick look back, then tucked in his right wing. He fell to the side and into the clouds that ringed the Queen, the cold condensation steaming when it came in contact with his hide and Hiccup cursed to himself while he wiped his eyes and forehead clear of droplets. Hiccup couldn't see through the clouds with his inferior eyesight, but Toothless could see right through the condensate – the Queen was confusedly spinning through the clouds, searching for him with her cataract laden eyes, which was about as useful as flying blindfolded.

Hiccup whispered into Toothless's ear, as if he was scared the Queen would be able to hear him. "Hit her wings."

Toothless's spine stiffened for a moment, but then loosened back up when understanding dawned on him. _A downed dragon is a dead dragon._ By hitting the Queen's already tattered and unused wings, he would be able to make small tears in her mainsails, which, when stressed, would hopefully tear open and render her flightless. Toothless slowly built up his first ball of gas in this throat, thoughtfully, carefully. Work from the primary mainsail to the secondary – keep her up in the air as long as possible to stress her hide to the point where she could barely fly any longer.

Toothless surged forward with his wings, winging around the perimeter of the clouds like a whistle to get around the back of the Red Death, where her legs and thick neck couldn't get in the way. The Night Fury opened his mouth wide and flicked his igniters, then spat out his first plasma blast.

It hit her in the primary mainsail, right where he had intended it to hit. It tore a small hole through the hide. _That was for Sorcha!_

Her scream one again hit Toothess through the emotional wall. Celine's theory really seemed to be right. _Anger!_ _Stupid Lightningwing! Kill it! Soil his grave!_

The Queen pivoted around, searching for the Night Fury and human with even more anger than before, but she didn't see that Toothless had taken himself and Hiccup up over her circling form. He fired another shot, but too hastily and sloppy, because it caught her on the back and glanced off her thick scales and dispersed like rippling water. The third blast hit the mainsail opposite of where his first shot had pierced, and inflicted the same amount of damage. _"That was for Tyon!"_

"More, Toothless," Hiccup yelled over the awful sound of the Queen's screeching, "You have to do more than that to take her down!"

A plasma blast flew from Toothless's mouth, and another, and another. _For Tempest! Kopin! Corona! Haiva!_

"You bastard!" The Queen cried, "I should have devoured you the day you desecrated my Nest with your filthy presence!" She released a jet of flame – one that went on for quite a long time while she twisted through the sky in a desperate attempt to hit the Night Fury in any way possible. The scorching fire seared through the clouds and evaporated it on contact. Toothless danced out of the way in desperation, wings straining painfully in their sockets as he tried to outfly and outmaneuver the flames.

Hiccup tensed in the saddle, "Here it comes! Watch out!" The fire came up too fast behind them, in a last ditch effort, Toothless wretched himself to the side, but it wasn't enough. Toothless could feel his tail lightening, and when he looked underneath to see why, he watched as the fabric of his prosthetic flaked away in sparks and fire. Hiccup twisted around in the saddle, and the Night Fury could hear the boy's voice shake. "Okay, times up. Let's see if this works." With what was left of the prosthetic, Hiccup had the dragon loop back straight back towards the Red Death. They skirted around her wing on its backstroke, then close to the head of the monster. "Come on, is that the best you've got?!"

Toothless screeched his own challenging cry at the Queen, just before he swooped in right in front of her gaping maw. He swerved to avoid her teeth, but his movements did capture her attention, and that was all he needed. The Red Death roared again, following Toothless and Hiccup on their downward course, mouth agape - Toothless could hear her gathering more gas in her back of her throat. A rod on the prosthetic gave out, snapping the remains of it back against the wooden tube. "Stay with me buddy," Hiccup begged, "We're good, just a little bit longer." Toothless certainly didn't think they were good. The thrice damned bitch was close to either swallowing him whole or taking them to Helheim. The human tensed in the saddle, and the Night Fury almost seemed to read Hiccup's mind.

"Hold, Toothless." _Might as well say 'Blow 'er up'._ Toothless took a deep breath. He was running on vapors, but all he needed was a small blast to ignite the Queen from the inside out. "_Now_!"

Toothless flung himself around to face the Queen. He only had one chance, so his aiming up took longer than what he would've liked, but the Night Fury loosed what was left of his fire. It disappeared into the maw of the Red Death, lighting the sides of her throat like a beacon. She made an odd choking noise, first in shock, then she actually chocked on the fire that started to combust up her throat. Her eyes widened in fear, and when she flared out her wings, to her horror, they ripped open from the spots where Toothless had shot through them. She couldn't stop her momentum or pull up, and she certainly couldn't turn.

She stuck her legs out in a vain effort to stop her descent – and Toothless flared his wings. The Night Fury let himself be carried by the airstream around the Red Death, and up over her back, weaving through her spines.

The Queen hit the beach hard. Quickly igniting fire flared in her throat and around her mouth, enveloping her in her own flames. The blaze roared upwards with a life of its own, taking the Red Death's anger and pursuing Toothless in a deadly chase. He dodged and weaved through the towering spines on her back like they were trees in a forest - only vertical and had a beast of fire chasing him. It was getting pretty hot on his tail, even for a dragon with a fireproof hide. Hiccup leaned in the directions that made the most sense to go in, getting a second input and listening to it wasn't really Toothless's style, but in this case, it really helped. Toothless cold see the end near, the Queen's flanks were soon going to narrow down onto her tail.

Suddenly, the prosthetic quivered and part of it snapped back, and refused to move forward when Hiccup wretched his foot in the harness pedal. Toothless's eyes widened in fear when he saw the bludgeon tail of the Queen falling downwards towards him – there was no way to avoid it since he couldn't turn, and it was coming faster than he could even avoid with a turn without his tail. Hiccup saw it too and pulled back on the saddle handle in desperation. "No… no!" Toothless grimaced and tried to backpedal, thinking about the pain that was coming, but he was too late. The bludgeon tail hit him off to the side, and Hiccup was knocked from the saddle with a strangled cry.

The Night Fury spun out, awkwardly twisting and angling his wings and tail to try to locate his human once more. He kept his eyes on Hiccup as long as he possibly could, and when he flipped around, he whipped his head around as fast as he possibly could to keep his human in his sights. The boy was knocked out cold, falling limply into the flames. "Hiccup!" Toothless barked. He gave one last flap and directed himself to be like the human's arrows, allowing him to gain momentum for the first stroke of his wings.

One. Two. Three wing beats. Toothless was so close to Hiccup but yet so far, one more stroke and he'd overshoot, any less and Hiccup would meet the flames before the dragon could reach him. A split second choice was made, and Toothless retracted his teeth and lunged forward, taking anything he could in his mouth. He got something, then tugged Hiccup's limp form upwards towards his torso, and wrapped his ebony wings around him. The Night Fury tucked his head into his wings, feeling Hiccup's hair brushing his snout, the small body pressed against the dragon's belly. Toothless squeezed his wings in tighter around the pup with bitter happiness. _Together._

And they fell – silhouettes against the fire.

* * *

><p><strong>And we're done here for a while!<strong>

**I can't say I'll be done the chapter within the next two weeks like I'd like to – but writing chapters that aren't dictated by a scene are easier and quicker for me to write.**

**_Please keep shooting me ideas_**** on what RoB and DoB episodes you guys want me to do – it is very important for planning ahead for my subplot! Suggestions can be put through either a review or you can drop me a PM, but suggestions will have to end by the time I get to the series. **

**I'm happy to answer any questions you might have, and I'm looking forward to your reviews!**


	23. A Matter of Dragons

**Hmm… well, lots of dialogue in this chapter.**

**Huge shoutout to all my wonderful followers and reviewers, you guys make me smile all the time, and I honestly wouldn't keep writing if it wasn't for you guys.**

**P.S. I can't believe I actually finished this chapter on time. And it's longer than usual - enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Ash was falling lightly on his hide – he couldn't see it, but he could feel it like it was snow. He opened his eye a slit, but closed it again instantly. He thought the process of dying and becoming a star alongside his ancestors was much more glamourous and <em>clean<em>. But hey, who was he to know? He had never been dead before.

Toothless wasn't too sure where he was. It was cold – that was for sure, and he felt like he had been run over by an angry swarm of Speedstingers. His heart beat slow, and every thought was sluggish. His tail was drawn up forcefully by the bent metal on the harness, the misshapen iron bit into the side of his tail, and the wooden tube and its leather padding had been burnt out. He pulled his top wing out from under him to move into a more comfortable position; it slid out farther from his body. The Night Fury moaned in pain at the movement. Yep, he was definitely alive. He froze when he heard a heartbeat not his own, faint and timid like a butterfly's wings. _Hiccup. Oh Nótt,_ Toothless prayed, _thank you for his life. Thank you, thank you._

He strained to listen for Hiccup under his wings, and heard shallow breathing; there was only slight movement in the pup's chest as he did so. He counted each breath as if each was a blessing from his goddess.

"Hiccup," Toothless heard someone approaching. It was the chief. Toothless's ears were extremely sensitive, waking up, and he could hear the Viking's frustrated sigh, even though his closed eyes didn't allow him to see anything. Suddenly, the human's voice escalated, "_Hiccup!_" as if being scolded would make his son appear. "Son!" Now he sounded desperate. Toothless heard the chieftain breathe his son's name once more. Huge and lumbering, Stoick the Vast came towards the Night Fury at a staggering gait, Toothless could hear his boots scuffing rocks and tripping occasionally over the stones or even his own heels.

The Night Fury shifted his shoulder once again with a moan, moving his torso from over his human to the side, so not to crush him accidentally. A rock jabbed into his side, but he didn't want to move back over Hiccup and risk hurting him.

Toothless heard the massive man fall to his knees. "Oh son… I did this."

He heard Kieron grumble as he landed, it seemed far away, but close enough that he could hear him muttering under her breath. "Night Fury," Kaliddene cooed.

Ephos and Dophos were there too, "He's not dead -"

"- is he?"

"I'm not dead, you idiots." Toothless moaned, raising his head. When he opened his eyes he was met with the sight of Stoick the Vast, kneeling before him with his head bent down. Vikings were gathered at a respectful distance, all the dragons that had remained on the island stayed behind some of them. Stoick seemed even more distraught now that the dragon could see his face. "Neither is your pup."

"Oh son… I'm so sorry." Stoick the Vast's voice faltered. It struck Toothless at that point that the chief couldn't understand him quite the way Hiccup could – a few warbles and ear flicks wasn't going to get him anywhere with the burly Viking, so he brought up his right wing, ignoring the horrible popping of his joints. His left wing unfurled to reveal Hiccup, still being held close to his body with his fore and rear legs. Toothless's forepaw held up the pup at the shoulder, and his hind legs were keeping his legs and feet off the ground. "Hiccup!" The chief exclaimed, bolting off his knees and instantly was at the Night Fury's side. Toothless drew his wing back before the Viking could step on it, then lifted his foreleg to allow the man to take his pup. Stoick held the boy close to his chest, checking his slack face, running a hand through that marvellous hair. The Viking removed his helmet and tossed it to the side, then lifted the boy's chest and pressed his ear to it, listening for the heartbeat only Toothless could hear from this far away. "He's alive!" The chief choked on a sob, "You brought him back alive!" The man's voice broke on the last word, but it was swallowed by the cheer that rose up from behind him at his words.

"Of course I did," Toothless replied, "and you doubted me?"

Stoick remained still for a moment before coming back to action, holding his son close to him like the pup was his last tether to Midgard. The Night Fury lay his head down, too tired to keep it up any longer, and the chief placed his hand on it. "Thank you… for saving my son."

Gobber appeared from behind Stoick, gesturing to the boy's leg, "Well… you know… most of him." Toothless could see Stoick scowling at his friend.

"Hiccup!" Astrid was right beside the chief and his son, her boots scrabbling for traction at she skidded to a stop. Her hands instantly went to his face, "Will he be alright?"

"He'll be fine lass, we'll help him, and you do whatever that dragon needs – he looks uncomfortable."

Astrid then came to his side, one arm sliding its way under his head to try to lift it up off the ground, "Toothless, oh gods, are you alright too?" Toothless warbled in relief when her hand under his head started to rub against the ridge over his eye in small circular motions. Her other hand busied itself with trying to unbuckle the clasps over his neck. Toothless could tell she wasn't going anywhere when she growled in frustration. "It's melted." She unsheathed a singled edged dagger from her boot and started to saw away at the now brittle leather of the harness. The leather snapped and flew away from its original position, and from where she had cut, it allowed for the whole torso part of the harness to come off in one piece. Astrid helped him to kick the rings off from his legs from where he lay on his side. His movements were slow and shaky from his shaken nerves, but Astrid was patient with him. She spoke softly to him through the whole thing, like a mother would speak to a frightened pup. Under normal circumstances, he would have vehemently opposed the treatment, but her voice was calming.

Toothless allowed for her to cut away the damaged straps along his tail, then snap the metal rod off at the base of his tail fin, his tail thumped down onto the stones when the it was. When he grunted in discomfort Astrid squeaked her apologies. She gingerly took the wooden tube from his tail, then smoothed her hand over the hide.

The Night Fury flinched when her fingers curiously feathered over the pale scar, and Astrid jerked her hand away, as if she was scared that he would bite it off, but Toothless couldn't move anymore, he just didn't have the energy. "Alright - we're done with that then," Astrid said quickly, coming back to crouch by his head, "You have a pretty nasty cut there Toothl- gods damn it, Fishlegs, don't sneak up on me like that!"

"Sorry!" A voice squeaked. It belonged to a largely disproportionate boy, the one that had rode on Izara's back against the Red Death. He had accidentally scuffed Astrid's shoulder, somehow, without being noticed by anyone. _How do you not see someone as huge as that? How did I not see that?_ "I just wanted to… see the… Night Fury." He said sheepishly.

"Well, you're seeing him. Can you stay here while I look for a good rag? Make sure Toothless doesn't move or get up or anything, if he tries, get the Nadder to sit on him or something."

"Already here," Kaliddene butted in, she was accompanied by Izara, who sat herself smugly beside the Night Fury. "You got yourself pretty beat up there, Fury." Kaliddene said. The boy, Fishlegs, looked incredibly uncomfortable around the spined dragon, but at the same time he looked like his curiosity was going to kill him. The Nadder nudged him playfully with her wing, "Don't worry, I won't sit on you – Izara can do that for me."

"I'm going to kill you, Kaliddene," Toothless grumbled.

"Astrid, pass me yer dagger!" Gobber called to the girl who was now passing by him.

"Why the heck would you need my dagger? You're a walking weapon!"

The man set his stance on his peg leg, "Well, Ah don't bring a teensy knife on my regular dragon killing jaunt." He threw a glance at the two dragons, "Just pass it." The girl relinquished her knife to him with no small amount of hesitation.

Toothless's head whipped up and he saw Hiccup, now surrounded by several Vikings other than Gobber and Stoick, including Spitelout, Brunhilda, and Astrid's mother. The Night Fury's body reacted without thought. "Hiccup!" He tried to bolt up, but Kaliddene's wing wrapped around him and held his weak form down, and she cooed to him all the while, telling him that Hiccup was fine. Izara didn't move as quick, so she hadn't budged far. "Hiccup! Don't be dead! I-I saved you, Nótt damn it! Hiccup!"

"Stay down, you _Stulte_," Kaliddene barked, "screeching about it ain't gonna change anything, and you're not even strong enough to stand."

"You need to stay down," Izara said calmly.

"I couldn't do it if I tried!" Toothless growled in response. "He's mine, he's hurt!" He tried to surge up again, and managed to pull himself up on his elbows and stubbornly stayed on them. Lo and behold, that is when Kieron appeared, Barf and Belch in tow.

"No purpose to killing yourself to move," the Nightmare said condescendingly, "The runt will live."

"Gods, I hate you," Toothless growled in exasperation, "Anything else you guys would like to add?" He shot Kieron, Ephos and Dophos the most annoyed look he could handle, but it was ruined in effect when Kaliddene forced him back down to the ground with her wing. The Night Fury grumbled about the injustice of the situation. "I killed the Nótt damned Queen, is there no respect here? Let me see my pup!"

"Fishlegs!" It was the black haired boy from the village, the one who had rode Kieron's back. He looked scraped up, but his snub nose was still intact, and if anything, that irked Toothless the most. "I can't believe it! You're not actually running away from the dragons." The boy said it in a tone that suggested that was what he had expected Fishlegs to do in this circumstance.

"If you must know, Snotlout, I am observing them. And the findings are amazing! They actually seem to be able to have intelligent conversa-"

"Don't care," Snotlout cut in, with an indifferent voice.

In their own conversation, they were missing what the dragons were doing – which included Toothless angrily trying to stand up and cross to where the Vikings were gathered, but Kaliddene and Izara batting him back down to a laying position with extended wings and tails.

That's when the two twins from the village went darting past, "Dad says they're gonna chop off Hiccup's foot!" the male chimed.

His female counterpart cackled, "It's gonna be awesome!"

"Nobody's getting their foot chopped off!" Astrid was back. She had a large wad of patterned canvas in her arms and looked extremely pissed. "Gobber thinks he broke his leg somehow, and they just have to cut off his boot to be sure." A pit instantly formed in Toothless's stomach. _I grabbed the first thing I could with my mouth – I didn't break his leg, did I?_ Astrid knelt beside him, beginning to tear the canvas into long, straight strips. The first one, she roped around his neck, then continued to wrap the sturdy cloth in a plait around his neck – he wasn't aware that he had been bleeding on the backside of his neck until her hands came back a splotchy reddish-pink hue.

Astrid gave a startled yell and pulled away, rubbing her hands frantically on her leggings. "Fire!" She gasped out. Fishlegs screamed – unexpectedly high for a human of his size – and rushed to Astrid. The girl smacked his arm away, then grimaced at her hands again. Toothless stood up, winced at the pins of pain that shot up his feet.

"_Night Fury_," Kaliddene warned.

"It's my blood," Toothless growled, limping towards the girl and seeking out her hands, "It's acidic – lighting, and such." No matter where she pulled them away from him. The Night Fury darted his head forward, then found her hands and wrapped his pronged tongue around them. Astrid made disgusted noises and tried to jerk her hands out of his tongue's grasp, but he continued to keep a firm hold on her. It was easier said than done, though it was pretty impressive that he could hold the strong girl's arms in his mouth.

"Toothless – stop it, this is so gross – Toothless stop!" Astrid kicked at his legs, her angry cries were attracting attention from the group of adults standing off to the side. "Bad dragon!" This elicited a yell from one of the Vikings, who took a step forward. "Toothless cut it out, I'm gonna kill y- what in Hel's realm? Holy crap, dragon!" Toothless had released her hands, and she whipped them to her chest. Astrid slowly looked down, opening her hands to look at them, and suppressing a scream when they came back. "They're – they're okay."

The grown humans stopped short in wonder as Astrid started to play with Toothless's mouth, running her hands along his gums. It felt odd, but interesting, nothing living had ever been in his mouth like this before. "Well would you look at that - no teeth." Fishleg's jaw dropped so far Toothless almost felt obliged to scrape it off the ground for him, but Snotlout stepped in and slapped the other boy to snap him out of it.

Toothless bowed away, pulling his gums from Astrid's hands, then turned to face Kaliddene, "I fixed your human – you're welcome." Kaliddene was immediately flustered, stuttering at the Night Fury's statement and the accompanying snickers from the other dragons. "You two are gonna be good friends, Kal, I can tell already."

The Nadder snorted as the Night Fury came to pass her, "I admire her warrior spirit."

"You're practically bonded then," Toothless flicked her side with his wingtip. "Don't get too comfortable, you could end up like me – falling out of the sky."

"You seem to be overly amused by this whole situation – you almost got yourself killed."

"But I didn't," Toothless replied cheekily, "And that's what really counts."

"Go screw yourself, Fury."

The male shook his head and chirred, "Just for all of you to know. I don't like the name 'Night Fury'. My human calls me Toothless."

Kieron chortled, "Right awful name you got yerself there." Ephos and Dophos snickered in agreement.

"I like it," Toothless replied defensively. He jerked his head back when Astrid continued her crusade with the makeshift canvas bandages, muttering and being very careful to avoid any blood now, not wanting to repeat what had occurred earlier. "I like it," he mumbled to Astrid, "don't you?" Astrid patted his shoulder soothingly, then continued on with her task, much to the amusement of Kaliddene.

When Astrid had finished wrapping the bandages, she and the other teens and dragons were ordered by Spitelout to recover what was left of the fleet - to bring the boats that still had some integrity to the beach to be patched up with the bones of the ships that would never sail again. So Toothless was then left alone, and even though Kaliddene had forcefully told him to stay where he was and not to move, he had started to shuffle over to where Stoick was still sitting with his son, leaned against a boulder.

That was how Toothless discovered that his one wing was acting up. His muscles on his forearm would tense painfully one moment and the next it would slack, falling to his side and dragging along the rocks. It spasmed back up with a jolt of lightning in his muscles once he reached Stoick.

Hiccup's leg had been strapped to wooden sticks on either side of it, his boot had been cut off, and his bare foot was swollen and bruised black and blue. Toothless came to sit beside the chief, then eased himself to lay down with a pained groan. "I'm never doing that again," Toothless said to Stoick. The Viking patted the dragon on the leg awkwardly. Toothless raised the ridge over his eye, wondering what the man was thinking, or what possessed him to even touch him. "My scales will turn grey, before I'm ready, at this rate. I don't how you've managed to live this long with this little idiot on your paws."

"You're one strange lizard," Stoick said, but Toothless growled, "Dragon. I meant dragon." _Of course you did._ His wing twinged painfully.

The two of them raised their heads when they heard a yell. It was Astrid and the teens, having pulled a ship up to the shore. It had been a lucky one, being stationed at the back of the fleet, anchored beside a sea stack. It was slightly charred, but was still in sailing shape. They were hailing some men and women on the shore. Kaliddene squawked an order to Ephos and Dophos, being ridden by the twins. They had been waiting on the shore, their riders holding a long rope between them that had been salvaged from the catapults. The two of them squabbled over how to tie the rope to the figurehead of the boat, but they eventually got the job done.

Toothless's ear flicked up, wondering what they were up too, but his wonderings were answered when Gobber hobbled up to Stoick. "We've got a boat ready. Myself and the kids are volunteering to take it home with the dragons and bring back more ships." Stoick's head snapped up, his eyes going back and forth from his best friend to his son. Gobber placed his living hand on the chief's shoulder, "We'll take Hiccup with. If you want, you can come too." The chief held his son closer to him, genuinely unsure what to do. "Hiccup will understand if you choose to stay with your men."

And that was how it was decided that Hiccup was going to be returning on that boat, Toothless with him, and Stoick staying behind with his men to pull their forces together. The Vikings were going to prepare for the return of the fleet, and gather their remaining resources to be reused back on Berk.

Toothless followed Stoick closely as the man carried his son up the gangplank onto the ship, the wood groaned and bowed under the combined weight of the two – Toothless knew he wasn't exactly light compared to the humans, no matter how big they were. There was a general chatter and indistinct noise farther off, but where they were, everyone held a solemn silence. The rest of the crew, the teens and Gobber, were already waiting on the boat, the other dragons were going to follow along with them from the sky, taking turns to rest on the boat itself. The Night Fury, of course, was going to be on the boat the entire time, since it was strictly a 'no flying day' for him.

Stoick stood with his back to Toothless for a while, talking to Gobber and raising his voice about not having a place for him to put Hiccup down that he wouldn't sustain further injury. Toothless's brows drew together. He had assumed that Hiccup would be with him the whole time. The Night Fury warbled, nudging the palm of Stoick's hand in askance, then, when the massive man turned, the dragon sought out Hiccup's hand, which was dangling at his father's side. His intent was clear enough, and even the thickest of Vikings would've understood.

Soon enough, Toothless was curled up against the aft. Hiccup was nested in the Night Fury's front legs, where one would usually cradle a young pup, back supported by the dragon's humorous, so the boy's head was resting against the dragon's shoulder. Occasionally his breathing hitched, which sent Toothless's heart into a small panic, but it always returned back to a smooth rhythm of breathing in and out. The dragon took an investigative sniff of the miracle hair, and his nose was tickled by the boy's hair, which was amazingly still soft as ever, despite all the Hel that had gone through.

The Night Fury chirred to himself for no particular reason. Perhaps it was because the hair had actually managed to remain perfect as ever, maybe it was just the sheer fact that they had both survived a seemingly impossible task. No matter to the reason, it was amusing to him. He seemed to be on his own little island where he was, the rest of the crew didn't bother him much except for Astrid politely asking him to move his tail, so that she could reach the rope that was tied off at the aft. The rest of the teenage crew and Gobber were hard at work, readying the ship to be cast off and head back to Berk.

There was a yell from the shore, and the boat was pushed off shore by the Vikings, with a large amount of help from Kieron and another Nightmare using their heads to shove it back into the water. The boat lurched, then set off onto the sea.

* * *

><p>"I still don't see why Hiccup gets the Night Fury."<p>

Snotlout was complaining again. Nothing was to be seen on the horizon because they had all been on the boat for a day and a night, and since the sailing was pretty smooth, the crew was left to only taking quick checks on the rigging. Other than that, nothing was happening, so Snotlout was turning his attention to the matter of dragons.

Toothless supposed the reason it had taken so long to get to the Nest from Berk was because they were slowed by having to drag a fleet behind them, but now there wasn't much holding them back besides a decrepit boat, so Gobber had foretold a fast voyage that would be 'finished before ye can bat yer pretty little eyes.' Of course, at the time Gobber had been saying this to Snotlout, so Toothless wasn't sure if it was sarcasm or the actual truth.

"I don't know," Astrid responded acidly to the boy, coiling a rope together, "maybe because he trained him. If you had the brains, by all means, you could have had a Night Fury." Astrid and just about everybody else was tired of the boy's relentless complaining, and Toothless was eagerly waiting for somebody to punch his lights out. The Night Fury himself was still leaned against the aft, at some point he had slid down into a much more comfortable position, so had Hiccup, but neither of them had moved from that spot since the beginning of the voyage.

Kieron was following the boat by swimming along, using his tail as a rudder. Kaliddene was riding on the weak winds, barely keeping in the air, and Izara seemed to be able to go on forever in her hover – maybe it was because she could sleep on the wing, but she was far off to starboard side of the ship, and Ephos and Dophos were nowhere to be seen.

The two twins, whose names he learned to be Ruffnut and Tuffnut, where perched up on the mast, their legs kicking at the slack sail, creating ripples throughout the canvas. The female, Ruffnut, spoke up, "You really should've – then you would've died!"

"Yah!" The male joined in, "And we could've gotten to watch!"

Trap pulled down on a rope, securing it to a knob on the side of the ship, "You two are some sick puppies. You need help." He turned to the only adult on the boat, Gobber, then nodded pointedly at the twins, "They need help." The older Viking agreed solemnly.

"Seriously though," Snotlout continued, "the Night Fury is a beast of raw power and fear and death and… and…"

"Stuff?" Tuffnut supplied innocently.

"And stuff!" The black-haired boy yelled triumphantly. Astrid buried her face in her hands in shame of being merely in the presence of the kid. Snotlout sat down on the rail of the ship, supporting himself with the rigging, "I'm just saying, I deserve a dragon with smarts!"

"I don't know, Snot, it looks like the Nightmare has smarts enough," Astrid chortled. Toothless soon saw the reason to be that Kieron was still staying beside the boat and had brought his head silently up behind Snotlout. The Nightmare snorted jets of smoke at the boy's back, knocking him to the deck on his hands and knees.

"That wasn't exceptionally nice of you, Kieron," Toothless hissed, "He is your human now. You're stuck with him."

"And he's stuck with me," Kieron replied pointedly, watching Snotlout crawl away on the deck, "I don't see how it affects you in any way." The corners of Toothless's mouth pulled downwards in a disapproving scowl. _I'm going to have to live with you for the rest of my life. Nótt, it'll be horrible._ Toothless felt Hiccup stir, the pup curled his arm over his chest and bringing himself closer to the Night Fury overall. The dragon minded him, gently nuzzling Hiccup's head with his nose. Toothless wondered when the boy would be waking up, because it was in such a deep sleep that he was all but unresponsive, like on the coldest days back home, when nobody felt obligated to move except to slither into the hot springs.

"I think that I deserve a Night Fury," Snotlout said brazenly putting his hand on Toothless's head. The dragon snapped at his hand, ears laid back furiously and his lips curled up in a fearsome snarl. He bared his teeth at the black-haired boy, a low, feral growl coming between them.

Astrid smirked. "I wouldn't do that if I was you – he's quite the wild one," she placed her hand on top of the boy's helmet and forceably turned him to face her, "He'll bite your arm off without hesitation." Snotlout glanced back to the dragon with a look of pure terror, and Astrid had done such a good job of scaring the boy, Toothless just couldn't help but play along. The Night Fury deepened the already menacing rumble in his throat. "He only plays nice with others when Hiccup's keeping him in check." Snotlout squeaked in fear, begging the girl to let him get away from the dragon. Astrid allowed him go, then chuckled when he tried to retreat to the opposite end of the boat as fast as his feet could take him.

Toothless's growl immediately cut, and his ears rose in amusement.

He heard a chirp, and when he snapped his head to look up to see who it was, he saw that it was Kaliddene, coming to take her turn on the ship. "There's a wild storm coming. I can feel it itching under my scales," she speculated, "you can't see it from the position you're in, but there are clouds gathering dark on the horizon, and they'll only get bigger." Toothless raised his head as much as he could without disturbing Hiccup, and he could only just see over the sides of the boat. Kaliddene was right – clouds were gathering on the horizon, their bellies were darker than usual calm clouds.

Toothless growled at the clouds, even if they weren't able to hear his disapproval. "I don't see any chance of going around."

"No," Kieron joined in from where he was beside the ship, "The fastest way back to the human's island is to cut straight through the storm's middle."

Kaliddene scoffed at the Nightmare, "With what? This boat is in shambles and hardly keeping together as it is – what makes you think that we'll get through that storm in one piece?"

"We could fly it through," Toothless speculated. This suggestion was met with silence and cynical glares in his direction. "What? It's an idea!" He snorted, "And it's better than whatever you two have put together for brainstorming."

Kieron snickered, "Brain_storming_." Kaliddene cuffed him over the head with her wing, and Toothless huffed in exasperation. Now wasn't the time for poor quality puns. "Fine! Whatever! So we fly this floating rubble through the storm, how?"

"Ephos and Dophos, along with the twins, tied a rope to the figurehead earlier, did they not?" Toothless asked, when he was met with nods, he continued, "One of you gets it tied to their feet, and you pull the ship through the storm. I would volunteer, but I can't fly without Hiccup."

"Tying a rope to our feet?"

"I thought that's what it was for – what did you two think it was for?" The Nadder gave a noncommittal shrug, and Kieron looked away.

=0=

Rain pounded mercilessly against Toothless. The dragon had long since transferred Hiccup into the safe warmth of his wings – keeping Hiccup dry was his primary concern at this point. It was cold, windy, his bandage was soaked through, and honestly it sounded like Thor was throwing a tantrum and nobody in all of Asgard felt like stopping him, from the amount of lightning and thunder. Kaliddene was at the figurehead, the ropes were tied tightly around her feet as she strained, head down, beating her wings erratically against the wind and pounding rain. The loud thack thack thack noise of her wing beats were the only clear noise in the rain and confusion that the wind created.

Once they had actually entered the storm, Kieron had been told to leave them – his wings were too big and he would be thrown into the ocean by the wind. Kaliddene was the only logical choice for the task, and now she was vigilantly pulling the boat along through the cresting waves and roaring winds.

The crew of the boat had all hunkered down early on in the storm except for Gobber and Trap, on Gobber's orders. They were busying themselves with securing the sail to the mast, and actually having to tear Tuffnut from the pole, since the male twin had to be pulled down, kicking and screaming. The boy had to be shoved quite forcibly under the canvas with the rest of the teens, who loudly protested against the flailing new arrival. Trap went under the tarp after him, enforcing that the male twin stayed under with the others.

Kieron, Izara, Ephos and Dophos had left to fly above the storm, and every once in a while one of them would fly down to make sure that the boat was still floating.

Toothless poked his head into his wings to check on Hiccup, and was relieved to see that the boy was breathing peacefully in small puffs, and his arms drawn up to his chest. He was oblivious to the storm that howled and whipped at the boat, sleeping so deeply he wasn't even flinched when lightning cracked and boomed mightily across the sky. The Night Fury wished that he could be sleeping that deeply at this point. He buried his head deeper into his wings.

He suddenly heard Kaliddene screech, and he ripped his head out from the casing of his wings only to see that the Deady Nadder had been thrown back and crashed through the mast. The wood splintered and cracked, snapping in two and falling to the deck. Thankfully, the wooden boards held, and what was more, the mast had narrowly missed where the teens were huddled under their canvas, and where Gobber was standing across the deck, arms thrown up to protect himself.

The Night Fury did a double take, then instinctively cried out. "Kaliddene!" The Nadder herself was on her side, desperately trying to kick the ropes off her feet, but they were too tight. Toothless was about to surge forward to help her, but he suddenly remembered the small body wrapped in his wings, prohibiting movement on his part. Kaliddene continued to struggle with them until Astrid ran out from under the tarp and went to assist the Nadder. Trap followed her back out, and the two of them worked at cutting the ropes loose, as it seemed that the knots were too tight to unravel quickly. The ropes weren't of any value to them anymore, because the figurehead had broken off, and there was no other place to tie off the rope.

With the figurehead broken, the mast snapped, and the rest of the boat just about ready to fall apart, they were still in the middle of a storm that would make most dragons turn tail. Things weren't looking good.

Trap's face turned grim when Kaliddene's movements proved to be jolting and pained when she attempted to stand. He placed his hand on the Nadder's jaw, "Down, dragon. You're hurt." Kaliddene chirped indignantly at his lack of belief in her abilities. A Nadder's pride was easily wounded.

Astrid immediately jumped to be on Kaliddene's side of the conflict. "What do you know about it, Trap?"

"Enough to know this Nadder is hurt," Trap stood his ground against his sister with a steely resolve. His hair was plastered to his neck, because at some point he had lost the tie, and his muscled arms were shining in the rain. "I've done more than enough to know."

That's when Ephos and Dophos joined them for their check in, lightning cracking behind them and illuminating them from behind. Dophos was wheezing hard, so Ephos spoke between laboured breaths. "Berk... one klick..."

Toothless cast a look around the ship. Gobber was pulling the teens out from under the tarp to help him with rolling the mast to equally distribute the weight on the deck. Astrid and Trap were still arguing, both refusing to budge on their positions on Kaliddene's working capabilities. Kaliddene herself was still on her side, but was listening to Ephos speak rather than the humans. "Can you and Kieron lead the ship in past the Guardians?" She asked, "The humans' sight is dismal, I doubt they could make it themselves." Toothless nodded for her to continue when she hesitated, looking for him to stop her. She looked back to Ephos and Dophos with more confidence, "If you two get this ship in the harbour, then you are free to go and do as you please."

Lightning struck over to port, and a towering silhouette of Berk flickered to the west through the clouds. They were so close.

* * *

><p><strong>Review, Follow (if you've managed to stay with me this long I assume you already have but that's okay), and pass the word on!<strong>


	24. The Haddock Hall

**Batalalala! Hello! Imma back!**

***Just to get this out of the way and make things easier for all of us* Everything in this storyline is canon! Sorry, no, Celine won't become Astrid's dragon. Apologies, Hiccup still loses his leg. *Scrunches up face and grabs hair in fists* ****_Stoick dies._**

=0=

The boat crashed against the dock. Not full on, but it was enough to jar the two injured dragons and knock the humans on deck off their feet.

"You asses!" Gobber barked at the twins, who were sitting on the necks of Ephos and Dophos, trying to direct them in pushing the boat parallel to the dock. The two shouted their halfhearted apologies back, barely audible over the wind and rain that still raging, despite them being sheltered by the island. "Yah yah, I'm sure you two regret everything!" He made what Toothless guessed was a rude gesture at them with his living hand.

It was still the time of Nótt, the only illumination was from the frequent forks of lightning that sprawled across the horizon. The humans were tired, as were the dragons, after being on the wing so long without extended rest.

Izara was hovering overhead, battling the wind to stay positioned over the boat, and Kieron was planted on the docks with his right wing hooked on the opposite side of the dock, and the other was embedded in the railing. The wood cracked and splintered around where his claws were sunk in the previously ornate wood. The Nightmare cursed and clicked obscenities when the wind caught in his wings, and no matter what he tried, he couldn't bring the boat in close enough to be able to close his mainsail, and the harder the wind blew, the deeper his claws sunk into the wood when the boat jerked away. "Damn you, Zippleback, I'm going to kill you if you don't push harder!"

Ephos cackled, "We still don't have enough Zipplebacks!"

"We'll let you know when those three hundred Zipplebacks show up-"

"Give or take a few dozen!" The two heads said together, cackles sounding like demented chimes.

Gobber took matters in his own hand and hook and jumped from the deck onto waiting dock. He hacked his hook into the side rail and used that to haul it in. Astrid leapt forward to assist him, using the ropes that had once been attached to Kaliddene's legs to secure the boat by the rails to the dock posts. Once he was sure that the boat wasn't going anywhere, Gobber started to bark out orders. "Trap, help me ge' Hiccup on Toothless's back - yer gonna ge' him to the Chief's home. Fishlegs, take that Gronkle and find Gothi, tell her to meet us there. An' Snotlout, for the love of Odin, get yer thumb out yer ass an' make sure the villagers don't attack the dragons!"

Izara allowed Fishlegs to scrabble up her back and flew off into the village, and Snotlout left alone, because Kieron was laying on the dock, his claws still embedded in the wood of both the docks and the boat. He was breathing heavily, his eyes grateful to Gobber for relieving him of the wrenching motions of the boat. A crack of gave them shuddering visibility, wet scales, slick wood, and tall waves all glistened in the white light. Ephos and Dophos had landed on the docks, and the moment the twins were off the Zippleback's necks, the dragon was back up in the air – they seemed to be taking Kaliddene up on her word that they could leave – and left the two twins, both staring after the Zippleback with hurt expressions.

Toothless flinched when Trap's hand landed on his shoulder, and the Night Fury shook his head with an indignant growl, shooting the boy a withering glare. His muzzle still felt the biting of the leather belt. Trap had to know there were sore feelings, and a proud dragon with a bruised ego definitely wouldn't be accommodating towards him. Toothless was going to make the Viking work hard for the chance to fall into the Night Fury's good graces. The boy tentatively reached out his hand towards Toothless's nose, palm up, eyebrows drawn together. "Help me, help you," Trap said hoarsely, "I ain't gonna hurt you anymore." The dragon rumbled, but the low sound was swallowed up in a peel of thunder strikes on the other side of the island.

The hand waited. Callouses were located on the tips of his fingers and the heel of his palms, in some places cracked from physical labour, the edges white from the prolonged exposure to moisture.

Toothless deliberated with himself – allowing himself to touch Trap's hand felt to him like a betrayal to Hiccup, that special bond was between them and only them, that nose touch that had produced the electric spark in the back of his mind and left a metallic smell in his nostrils. It was between him and his pup – that was certain. So instead of initiating touch with Trap's hand, the Night Fury butted him in the chest with his head.

Trap was stunned, and his outstretched hand immediately went to his chest where the dragon's blunt head crests had pressed against. When the dragon raised his wing to release his pup to the Viking, Trap seemed even more stunned. Toothless's wing was still positioned low over Hiccup to protect him as much as possible from the whipping rain, so Trap dropped into a loping crouch on his feet and hands, edging in under Toothless's wing to get Hiccup.

Hiccup squirmed when Trap tried to pull him out of Toothless's protection. Toothless knew the boy was a heavy sleeper from the few times he'd accidentally spend the night at the cove, and had even threatened to shove a stick up Toothless's nose when the dragon tried to move him. Either way, the Night Fury knew that even in his deep sleep, Hiccup would probably try to hurt somebody if he was shifted too suddenly. When Trap continued to pull Hiccup out, the smaller boy mumbled something inaudible, and Toothless could feel Hiccup's fingertips brushing his foreleg as he was pulled away.

Trap snatched a large square of canvas from the deck and wrapped it around Hiccup's hunched over shoulders. He supported Hiccup's back and neck with his broad arm, then tucked his other arm under Hiccup's legs to pick him up. Toothless followed Trap to the side of the ship, grimacing when he listened to the sounds of his joints popping and cracking. The Viking stepped up onto the railing, then passed Hiccup up to Gobber, who was still waiting on the edge of the dock. At this point,

Astrid grabbed Trap's hand and hauled him up onto the higher dock; it looked like the two were engaged in silent conversation, their eyes doing all the talking for them. The girl seemed to be adamant about something that Trap obviously disagreed on, his furrowed eyebrows attesting to that, and her eyes were stormier than the sky above, and shot Nadder spines at her brother.

Toothless stumbled against the railing when the boat pitched violently to the side, and suddenly his heart was pounding against his ribs. He squeezed his eyes shut, but quickly snapped them open again when he felt like he was back on that cart, falling to the water.

"Toothless," Kaliddene whispered, just hardly audible over the waves, "You are here." She was still lying on the deck of the ship, her head barely raised, but her spines were erect. "You are here. Your pup needs you here." Toothless's head snapped up at her please, his chest was heaving and his stomach felt like it twisting itself into a knot. He blinked the spots out of his eyes, then spread his feet out to stabilize himself better.

"I'm fine, Kal," He said wearily, preparing to jump off the swaying deck onto the dock, bunching his hind legs up. "I'm alright." With that, he leapt up from the boat onto the much more stationary planks of the dock, to the right of the waiting humans. He stumbled to the side a bit, unused to the lack of dipping and swaying.

Toothless dropped to his belly when Gobber placed a pressuring hand so that he could place Hiccup up and onto Toothless's neck, the boy's right foot knocked against the Night Fury's ears coming over, but his splinted leg was inflexible, so it jutted out awkwardly at the side when he slumped forward, his breath catching when Gobber shot his good arm out to catch him.

Toothless warbled worriedly when Hiccup slumped forward on his neck, supported only by Gobber's broad hand against the driving wind. Gobber's supporting duty was transferred to Trap with a few instructions for when they reached the house, and the man went back to securing the boat better with the assistance of Astrid, who shot Trap a cursory glare as she tugged a rope tight against the post. _That was what they were fighting about._ Toothless thought. _She wanted to stay with Hiccup._ "Alright dragon, we're gonna take this nice and slow, and as gently as possible."

Toothless took a step forward at Trap's urging, but that was when he became aware how lurching and uneven his steps were. Before hiccup, he had never been ridden by a human, and when Hiccup rode him, Toothless now realized that the boy had always compensated by shifting his own weight. Now, Hiccup swayed from where he was sitting, and the dragon felt very conscious of his movements.

He couldn't help it, it was the fact that his neck was so stout and that his shoulders were so close to the only place Hiccup could sit. Toothless tried to walk as smoothly as he could, but the wind kept forcing him to jolt over and spread out his feet, which, in turn, would make Hiccup fall forward. They had hardly made it to where the docks met the island when both Toothless and Trap grew frustrated with their slow progress. Fishlegs and the healer were probably already at Hiccup's home, waiting for them.

_We've everything to lose, and we're wasting time._ Toothless thought angrily. With that in mind, the Night Fury made an executive decision.

He butted his head against Trap's side, then growled. The Viking gave him a bewildered expression, and still didn't understand the dragon's meaning, even when Toothless flicked his ear to emphasize his intent. "My back, you _Stulte_. Get on my back." Trap continued to look absolutely bemused, so Toothless carefully lowered his body downwards, belly scraping the dock. "My back, moron," he stated again, flicking his head back in a clear manor. If Trap didn't get his meaning, it would be the Viking's loss.

But Trap did finally understand, and he tentatively pulled himself onto the dragon's back.

Toothless keenly felt the added weight when he stood back up again, concentrated on his front shoulders and lower neck – Trap certainly wasn't small like Hiccup – but Toothless set his mouth in determination. He picked up his pace dramatically, finding his feet and loping up the ramps to the highland of the island, through the tarred gates at the entrance to the village, opposite of the war he had last exited, on much different terms.

The rain was slashing sideways across the village, so when Toothless had to squint in order to avoid getting his eyes stung by the hail that was mixed in with the water. He could see Snotlout ahead of them, running house to house and checking the windows to see if he needed to make sure no Viking would come out shaking his or her axe at Toothless.

Mud clung to the bottom of his feet; the wet dust mud slowed his progress through the village. It felt like the ground was trying to pull him beneath and steal the two teens riding him, suckering at his claws and at his sore feet.

Vikings were coming out of their homes to investigate the reason for the raid horn and the dark shadow that darted past their halls and growing even more confused that there was a dragon in their village while it was raining. They all stood, some dumbfounded and motionless, others shouting angrily and shaking their bludgeons at 'those damned devils' until Snoutlout reached them and somehow managed to push both them and their raised weapons back into their homes, explaining to them that is was just a false alarm, or a trick of the light, and that they best be going back to their beds and children.

Toothless was thankful that Gobber had thought to send someone to control the villagers, otherwise the Night Fury would have an axe in his skull, and he was sure that would make him pretty useless to their cause.

It was tiring work that was ended when they reached the hall at the top of the hill, in the near shadow of the Viking's Great Hall, and was comparatively larger than the other houses in the village, with a snarling Nightmare figurehead perched on the top front of the home, and two others flanking the door. All of their eyes seemed to follow Toothless with a certain degree of disdain. _Can't please everyone, can I?_ Toothless thought.

Trap dismounted from Toothless's back, then gently tipped the dragon's boy off his neck, shifting Hiccup in his arms so that the smaller boy lay across his arms. Trap nodded to Toothless in a respectful way, "You may come inside, but you can also go to rest in the hay barns, the Gronkle is probably resting there as well."

Toothless shook his head, he wished to stay with his pup – if it was up to him, he'd never leave that boy alone again. Trap nodded again in understanding, then led the way up to the front door of the home. The dragon wondered for a moment if he would actually fit through the wooden frame with his wings as loosely furled as they were, he couldn't pull them in any tighter due to his injuries.

He tried to pull his limbs inward, but grunted in pain when his muscles cramped up, and he let them fall to his sides again. Trap paid him no heed, having already traveled to the door, kicking it to announce his arrival, since his arms were unable to, holding Hiccup.

"Trap! Toothless!" Fishlegs flung the door open, casting a triangle of light out onto the path from the fire inside, "Hurry in, out of the rain!" Trap hurried in with Hiccup, shaking his drenched hair out and sputtering out shivering thanks.

Toothless trailed in behind them. His right wing got caught on the doorframe, and when he tried to pull it to his side, he only succeeded in hurting himself further. Fishlegs came to his assistance; gingerly placing his hand around Toothless's right carpal. "It's alright, um, _Toothless_, just pull your wings in for a moment." The dragon grimaced, even though Fishlegs wasn't pulling his wing in very far, it was the involuntary movement on his part, and that he wasn't used to having his body moved for him – Hiccup's attempts never really worked, and any movement that was achieved usually was out of pity.

It was oddly warm inside the house compared to the outside, in the rain. There was a large fire crackling in the centre of the room, surrounded by flat, white slabs of stone to keep it from burning the house to the ground. Toothless gladly entered the room to warm his scales; he never did like the rain all the much, it always seemed to dampen his internal flame.

There was quite the small wrinkled thing standing in the room, she held a staff in her hands which she leaned heavily on, and a bag of sorts on the ground beside her. When Toothless caught a whiff of what was inside, he gagged loudly. It went unnoticed, because all three of the humans were all fretting over Hiccup. The bag's contents reeked of things similar to that horrid green paste that Hiccup had put and bandaged on the dragon's tail.

The wrinkled old creature, Gothi, he presumed, was directing Trap and Fishlegs, but instead of words, she would hit them with or point to what she wanted with her claw spangled staff. She wanted Hiccup's injured leg propped up? _Whack!_ The staff would cuff over Fishleg's head. If she wanted some rags to rages to be soaked? _Thwack!_ Trap would yelp and hold his arm over where the staff had connected with his bicep.

There was one point when she hit both of them multiple times before the two scrambled away to the second elevation of the house, then came back down carrying boards of various shapes and sizes. They continued to repeat this several times before they began to assemble the pieces into a platform raised off the ground. Toothless watched them with interest. They were industrious, but they were Vikings, it would only be expected that they would be fast and skilled in taking things apart and rebuilding them – better than dragons anyway – but then again, that wasn't saying much, was it.

Trap and Fishlegs were instructed by Gothi to lift Hiccup up onto the platform. The boy quietly protested, trying to push them away with his right arm when they placed him on it. The Night Fury was waiting close to where the platform was, and he sidled up to Hiccup, placing his forelegs on the wood. Toothless brushed Hiccup's head with his nose, but barked and drew away when Gothi's staff hit him upside the head.

Toothless bared his teeth in an angry growl.

The old crone was glowing at him, her gaze seeming to say _Out of my way_. She certainly was a pushy old woman.

The corners of Toothless's mouth turned downwards, but he retreated back around the firepit, curling against one of the ornate wooden pillars. In a spare moment that he had, Fishlegs came around to help the dragon with his bandages. The strips couldn't be reused due to the canvas with his small dagger, flinging the strips into the fire behind him. He had a small bottle of something beside him, the metal was tarnished a coppery colour, he also had a folded white cloth beside the bottle, which most likely was stolen from Gothi's bag.

The dragon was lying so the injured part of his neck was facing outwards, so he wouldn't need to shift either way.

Fishlegs unstopped the bottle, then turned it upside-down over the cloth. Something of a honey coloured liquid quality soaked into the white cloth – it looked and smelled absolutely revolting to the dragon. He wrinkled his nose, narrowing his eyes with displeasure, then began to rumble deep in his chest when Fishlegs was about to apply it to his neck. The large boy drew away in fear.

Trap came behind him, carrying a bucket of rags, then cuffed him over the head. "You're such a wimp Fish, it's only a Night Fury. Here," he said, shoving the bucket into Fishleg's chest, "take this to Gothi, I'll do this. Go on, get!" Trap took the cloth and bottle and kicked the other boy from the spot by Toothless.

"All right," he stated, holding the cloth up, "This is gonna sting a lot, so don't kill me."

_No promises,_ Toothless though grimly, _it really depends on how much it hurt._

Trap winced as he pressed the cloth to Toothless's neck, and the Night Fury barked in surprise at the biting sensation of the liquid on his flesh. He couldn't retreat, because he was already pressed against the pillar, so Trap continued to dab at the cut on his neck, despite the pained hisses coming from Toothless.

"It cleans out your wound," Trap growled, "if you want to me to get out that itchy green paste that draws out the infection once you have it, I will." Toothless drew his ears back at the memory of when Hiccup had bandaged his tail up with that horrid stuff. He cut his growls and hisses and contained his expressions of pain to just the tenseness in his tail and back that made him feel like his spine was being pulled taught in odd shapes.

He felt the repeated contact of the stinging cloth along his laceration. "You're lucky, dragon," Trap stated, "It's not infected, and it looks like it's going to heal just fine." Trap took a long swing of the liquid that was in the bottle, his Adam's Apple bobbing then wiping his mouth on his sleeve when he was done.

Trap then directed the Night Fury to lay by the fire, so that the liquid could dry out and not invite the wound to open further. It was a heavenly feeling, having the heat from the leaping flames lick over his hide, it made him feel sleepy and slow witted. He held open a heavy eyelid to keep watch over his pup, but he was finding it increasingly harder to stay awake with his blood warming like that and calling him to sleep.

Gothi hit Fishlegs over the head again, and he scurried off to do whatever she wanted him to do. Toothless watched the old woman and the two boys working around Hiccup for a while, he knew that there was nothing he could do further other than be there when Hiccup woke up. After long deliberation, he came to the conclusion that his pup was safe without him tiring himself out guarding him.

He dropped off to sleep.
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Toothless slept deeply devoid of dreams, for which he was thankful. It was merely a quiet dark existence that embraced his sore body. He slayed in such a state until he was jolted awake by the sound of the door slamming.

Toothless's head shot up, but he relaxed when he saw that those entering the hall where Astrid and Gobber, both shivering and shaking off the cold water from their hair and clothes. Gobber took in the room, "Wha' the verdict, Gothi?" He asked the healer, "His leg gonna be alrigh'?"

The old woman shook her head balefully, and Trap spoke softly for her, "It's shattered." The dragon was confused as to what their meaing was until Gobber spoke again.

"Astrid, go wake yer father and bring him here. Fishlegs, get the Night Fury to wherever you're keeping that Gronkle of yours – we don't need him jumping up and killing us when we get started." Toothless furrowed his brow, trying to understand what the humans were talking about.

When he was younger, Kopin had fallen out of a tree when they were roughplaying and couldn't regain air. Kopin had snapped one of the bones in his left foreleg. When Toothless had asked his mother what would happen to his and Torok's friend, he told him that either Kopin would have to either have to stay off his leg to try healing it straight, or, if it was too badly damaged, they would have to take off his leg, otherwise he'd live the rest of his life in pain. Thankfully it had just been a small break, easily fixed by Frost, but if it was true of what Trap said of Hiccup, and that his leg had been shattered, then there was only one possible thing they could be talking about.

Toothless didn't want hiccup to be in pain for the rest of his life – not like that – he wouldn't wish that upon anybody. If they had to remove his pup's leg, then that was their decision to make. He wasn't human, nor Hiccup's actual family relation, he could only be the speechless dragon in this situation. So he allowed Fishlegs to help him up, away from the fire. Toothless did ignore his direction towards the door and skirted around the fire pit to Hiccup.

The boy was breathing slowly, his chest hardly raising when he did so. His face looked even more ragged and his eyes ringed with dark circles that where more pronounced now that the grime and soot had been cleaned from his face. Toothless squeezed his eyes shut, then pressed his nose against his boy's cheek in a gentle way, cooing a farewell to him. "May Nótt hold you in his hands, and may you have peace." He then followed Fishlegs to the door.

"An' boy," Gobber called from the back of the hall, "Don't let nobody see that dragon, ye hear?"

"Yes, Gobber!" Fishlegs replied squeakily, then opened the door to lead outsider. By now, the rain had started to cease, puddles that had formed from the rain where dappled by the steady drops on their mirror surfaces.

Fishlegs led the way back around the village to where the farms where, open meadows for their sheep and yaks. The creatures where probably sheltered in their folds and fenced in areas, since it was dark and no longer thundering, they were asleep for when Toothless and Fishlegs passed by. There was a hay barn that sat in an odd indent in the cliff that the farm backed up onto. It was a clever place to put it – it would be more trouble than it was worth for any dragon to try to burn it down during a raid – at least the Vikings had learned something during the war and applied it rather than letting their stubbornness dictate the fate of their crops.

Fishlegs opened the doors to the barn only as far as it would require for himself and the Night Fury to fit through.

The inside of the barn was illuminated by a row of hanging lanterns with beeswax candles. Izara was in the back, along with Kieron. The Nightmare was dozing, half buried in the loose straw in the far back, his wings where loose beside his body at awkward angles on top of the straw. The Gronkle herself was keeping intent watch on the door, and her expression brightened when Toothless and Fishlegs entered the barn. "Toothless!" She exclaimed, "You've been taken care of?"

Toothless shook his head, going to join her and Kieron in the straw, "Their healer is attending to Hiccup right now, I have been kept alive, but I won't press them to treat me. I am neither imported enough nor in need of assistance as my pup."

Izara grunted, "Fair enough, if that's what you deem important." She moved over so that he could lie down in the straw and not disturb Kieron. When he asked why the Nightmare's wings where so awkwardly placed, she sighed, "Poor bastard must have pulled something when bringing in the boat – he could hardly make it up the hill without my help."

Toothless finally was settled in the straw, only his back and head were exposed, his wings were not as sore as before, so they could be pulled in close to his sides. "You two really are friends, aren't you?" He asked quietly.

Izara responded quietly also, "When you've been partners in insanity for as long as we have, you tend to care. Whenever we lost one to the Vikings, we'd mourn him or her, even though we'd only see each other a few times when they let us out to exercise. Talking, you learn a lot about other dragons you've never known before.

"Like Kieron, the reason he doesn't talk like those Nightmares back at the Nest because he comes from a Nest to the north, and had only been at ours for a few years before he was captured during a raid."

"The north? That explains his pompous demeanor," Toothless state boldly. He knew what he was talking about, Night Fury colonies that lay northward from the Crescent Isle were bursting with ridiculously self-centred and idiotically ceremonial. They were always a pain to negotiate with over territory agreements. Torok always sent Toothless alone these trips, his reasoning was that he couldn't be away from the colony for as long as the negotiations took, but Toothless always knew it was that he didn't have the temper for them and their ceremonies. Not that they weren't charming, with all their customs.

Izara chided him for his comment, but her eyes took on an amused sparkle. "Sleep, Toothless."
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***Slides miserably into the abyss* My eyes hurt.**


	25. Berkian Hospitality

Toothless woke to light entering the barn from a much brighter source than the dim candle lanterns inside the barn. The light was coming from an open flame, held by Astrid. "Toothless," she whispered, "Hiccup's done."

The dragon wondered how long he had been asleep, or how long it took for Vikings to perform the procedure of taking off a leg. He rose from the straw, being careful as not to wake Izara or Kieron, and went to the human female. She motioned for him to follow her out, and when he did, he discovered that the rain had finished, and the clouds had cleared enough that he could see the sun struggling to pull itself above the horizon, though Nótt still held the sky in her dominance.

"Come on," Astrid said, walking briskly across the field and around the village, "People will wake up early because of what happened last night, they'll want to check on their flocks and blame whoever they think is responsible."

When they reached the Haddock Hall, Astrid had to shove the Night Fury through the small door located through the back of the home, rather than the larger one in the front. He didn't enjoy it that much, but it was better than raising questions to why Astrid was bringing the very dragon that had been chained to a boat not a week prior into the house of the chief.

It was dark inside the back of the house, but further in, there were several lanterns hung around to provide maximum light to those inside.

The smell of blood and sweat stung his nostrils and made his eyes smart, and it made him feel apprehensive about padding to where Hiccup was sleeping. The healer was in view, scratching instructions with her staff onto the stone slabs with the ashes of the fire – it was much easier to communicate by pictures than by hitting others with a stick, or at least, that was how he felt about it. Toothless hesitantly approached the platform, sniffing at the hand that hung limply over the edge.

He could see the adults in the room, Gobber, Gothi, and a man with his left arm in a sling, presumably Astrid's father – they all visibly stiffened at his appearance from the shadows. The second man's jaw clenched in barely contained rage, then he turned without a word and left the building, slamming the door shut behind him.

"Dad!" Astrid called after him, trying to follow, but Gobber stopped her.

"Leave him be, lass. He needs time to accept our new peace," he let Astrid break from his grasp. "It will be long before the pain leaves. Yer family, aside from yerself an' Trap, will take a very long time to forgive."

"I know," Astrid muttered. She sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. "You better call a village meeting and make people understand before they kill the dragons." Gobber nodded, then made for the door, as well as Trap who stated that he would be the sensitive speaker to balance out his uncle.

So Toothless was left with Astrid, the old woman, and Hiccup, all in silence, all unmoving, so the Night Fury broke the vigil, placing himself close to his pup. He tried his hardest not to look at the empty space where the boy's left foot was supposed to be, but his eyes kept flitting to the spot. He couldn't control them, so he laid his head against the boy's side, on the bed. The rest of his body followed to lie on the floorboards.

Toothless crooned to his pup, the tones that were calming to Night Fury pups. It used to have an effect on Hiccup, but didn't elicit a reaction from him now. Maybe it was a good thing, since the pain would be fresh from the amputation, and waking would only call the pain to the surface. Toothless continued humming and cooing, wishing that what had happened, hadn't.

He should've made Hiccup climb on his back in the cove instead of kidnapping Astrid, and they would've left to see the world.

Toothless would probably show him the coast of the mainland, how it would stretch on forever until the horizon swallowed it, or they could explore the glaciers east of the Night Fury colonies to the north – fly to the peaks of the mountains and swim in the glacial lakes. No catfish, hopefully.

He'd take the boy places he'd never seen before and do things he never would've dreamed of doing.

To see the white, gold capped pyramids in the ocean of sands, the hanging gardens that were lifted to the sky by white walls and watered by a river that seemed to defy all logic. Maybe he would've taken Hiccup on a hunt – unicorns were entertaining game. They'd exchange riddles with a lesser sphinx, and entertain nymphs with stories. They would've found a flock of gryphons and trade for jewels and metals Hiccup had never seen before, or followed a leviathan while she flipped and spun out of the waves like a rainbow of scales and fins.

They would've gone to the Crescent Isle, when they were ready, and he would finally be home with Tempest. He could imagine Hiccup's delight at an island full of dragons, and in time, his people would accept the human among them.

The Vikings would live their lives as always, farming, shepherding, fighting the dragons. They would hardly blink an eye to the fact that Hiccup was gone, mourning probably not taking long – Vikings didn't seem to be the sentimental type.

Toothless could feel the old woman's gaze on him, eyes full of a lifetime of loss to the dragons, healing every gash and wound and watch as her people died by the claw and fang of the dragons. The woman had seen many horrors, know great pain. She was a living testament to the pain of her people. If he and Hiccup had flown off, and not kidnapped Astrid like they had, the healer would not be the last generation to witness that pain – it would've continued and they would've driven themselves to die with their stubbornness. _May she be the last._ Toothless prayed, focusing on Hiccup's slack face.

"We're going to have to wait until the villagers calm themselves down," Astrid said to nobody in particular, staring off to the wall and at the decorations that hung there. They mainly consisted of shields that depicted gruesome deaths, mostly on the dragon's part, and decorative axes that were spotless.

Toothless lifted an ear, trying to listen for any shouting coming from the villagers, and unfortunately, he could, and it was getting closer.

"Where's the chief?"

"Why is that murderous devil in our village?!"

Who put you in charge?!"

"_Stop_!" Gobber shouted, shutting them all up. "All very good questions you have, which my fine young nephew will answer for you."

"Gobber!" Trap barked in annoyance. There was a whole while of general shouting and angry mob noises, which were all stopped when Trap yelled above them all. "Shut up! Can you all just shut up for a minute for the love of Odin?!" That shut them up very efficiently, so he continued. "The chief is still at the Nest with the rest of the men, regrouping and rebuilding the fleet." Trap's voice was quivering at being shoved into the attention of everyone there. "The Night Fury and the three other dragons are in the village. You are _not_ to harm them, or any other dragon that comes here in any way."

Shouting started, but an impatient growl from Gobber silenced them. "if ye touch those dragons, yer gonna hafta answer to me, personally." From the lack of questions raised at that statement, they had already explained the battle to the Villagers, it seemed, before they all started yelling and making their way up the hill.

Toothless lifted his head when they started their grumbling and naysaying, and he wondered if Gobber and Trap could hold off the villagers if things got out of hand and if he himself was able to fight them off if they managed to get past the two and inside the Haddock Hall. The Vikings continued their grumbling and complaining, but they seemed to be generally appeased by Trap's statements. If it was any different, it wouldn't have mattered, because Trap had bolted inside and slammed the door in front of Gobber's face. "Time for Gobber to answer all those fine questions," he growled. "So much for being Stoick's right hand man."

Trap wiped his head over his forehead, then came further inside. He dropped himself into one of the chairs by the fire.

"So, how did it go?" Astrid asked in a sing-song voice.

"Awful," he moaned, "It started pretty well, I think, they thought that we killed the Queen was great, but once he got to how – eh – not so much. I think the only ones who are close to accepting what's going on is the Ingermans, but that's because Fishlegs already filled their barn with dragons."

Toothless knew that they didn't think he was listening, because the two siblings launched into a rapid conversation of what they had to get done. Clear a barn that wasn't full of precious hay for the dragons, rein in the other teens to help think of what to do with the dragons in the spare times, and get somebody needed to go see where the Zippleback went. The Night Fury quickly lost the conversation thread, so he set his head back on the bed beside his Hiccup under the watchful eye of Gothi.

Ephos and Dophos were probably seeking out a place to wait for everything to blow over – their combined thoughts probably had deduced before they all had landed that the Vikings would be less than hospitable towards the dragons to start. Somewhere in those troubled minds, there was a sure spark of brilliance, which Toothless made a resolve to dig out at some point.

Toothless slowly pulled himself up, but stopped when his belly made an obnoxious grumbling noise. He dropped back down to the floor in embarrassment when the three humans all looked at him. "Toothless!" Astrid exclaimed, "I completely forgot to get your food! You haven't eaten in days!"

It was true – Toothless hadn't touch a fish since the salmon that Astrid has snuck for him in the arena pen. All the Vikings had for food on the journeys were some hard substance they called biscuits, and whatever fish they could catch, which wasn't much, was given to the dragons who had to fly.

"Trap, I'll raid the chief's storeroom, make sure Toothless doesn't eat Gothi." That earned her a good, solid _thwack_ over the head. "Somebody needs to take that thing away from her." She ducked away, then left back to the room that smelled of food.

She returned with a basket several minutes later. It smelled heavenly, and when she opened it, he saw that it was filled with slabs of dried meat. "Trap, you think he'll eat yak?" The boy shrugged, claiming that he never fed the dragons in the arena before.

Toothless scrunched up his nose – Night Furies didn't eat red meat, it didn't really agree with them all that much, only a few rouges that he had talked to had tried it, and apparently, it sickens one for the first while, but after, it becomes the best tasting thing. He never cared for it enough to try, mostly because Tempest never allowed him to, and his duties required him to be on his feet and wings.

The Night Fury tried his best to convey that no matter how much he wanted it, he wasn't going to allow himself. Astrid eventually caught on and returned the basket to the storeroom. Gothi just smiled at Astrid's frustration, then joined the younger girl in the back, then returned silently with a transparent container filled with a golden substance.

A honeycomb.

Toothless was shocked that she knew that his species was particularly fond of those. He couldn't stop himself from sniffing at the jar, and to keep his body from wiggling in excitement when she snapped the seal. _Oh, that smells good._ He thought, then ducked his head respectfully towards the healer. Wordlessly, she placed it on the floor, allowing him to scoop the honeycomb out of the jar with his tongue, then suck the honey out of it. He crooned his thanks, seeking her empty hand out in appreciation.

At first she seemed shocked, but she slowly loosened her muscles and allowed herself to relax, letting Toothless lean into her as much as he though her elderly frame could take. She gave his head a dismissive pat and sent him back to Hiccup's bedside, as if, all of a sudden, she approved of him being there.

The Night Fury complied, pausing to spit the empty honeycomb out, then returning to Hiccup's side, hunger sated for the time being, even if he wished for more.

It was quiet again, only the fire to be heard crackling in the hearth. Keeping track of time was useless, because nothing changed, that is, before Gothi vamoosed them all from the house. Her reasons were unknown, since she kept to her silence, but he assumed it had to do with the fact that the dragon and two pups were doing nothing but taking up the air, and that couldn't do much for Hiccup.

They were all driven out of the house onto the front step of the hall – Trap and Astrid were able to grab onto the wood dragons flanking the doors, but the Night Fury was less fortunate than they in that respect. He couldn't fold in his wings, so he tumbled down the front steps of the hall in an awkward jumble of poorly arranged limbs.

He eventually came to a stop, but he felt like he didn't deserve the rough treatment. He righted himself quick enough, grumbling in frustration.

"Heya, Night Fury!" It was Kaliddene – he wondered where she was last night, but it didn't seem to matter, because she was jumping up and lively from the roof top of the closest house and landed right next to him.

"Don't call me that." Toothless growled, propping himself up on his forelegs.

She chirred good naturedly, "You look uncomfortable, _Toothless the Night Fury_." The drake scowled at her, and was trying to come up with some clever retort, but Astrid was there and interrupted his trail of thought before he could. "Oh, it's good to see you're alright!" She exclaimed, "I thought you had flown off like that Zippleback, but I'm glad to see you stayed." Kaliddene leaned into Astrid's embrace.

"I think I like her even more now," the Nadder said, then paused, "Should I let her know that I broke one of the figureheads on a house down the hill? What are you looking at me like that for? It was an accident!"

"Can you try not to break anything else?" He asked pithily, "We can't afford to get the Vikings more angry than we have to – our peace is going to be fragile until the men and women come back from the Nest, the chief with them."

"Then it's probably too late to mention that we got into the fish."

"You what?! Kal, why would you do that?" Toothless was astounded by their lack of reserve.

"Kieron went first, I'll let you know," she replied defensively, "and those identical siblings let us into the storehouse thing!"

"Did you at least save me any?" Toothless asked. He wouldn't be surprised if they hadn't but that honeycomb wasn't exactly a fitting meal.

"I was coming to invite you to join in before Kieron ate it all – I thought you might enjoy that." The female Nadder nodded her head, motioning for him to follow her. "They didn't even bother to move their storehouses, which made it all the easier to find," She said cheekily, "We found it in a heartbeat."

"So the three of you were trying to break in when the twins let you in?"

"Ya," She responded sheepishly.

Astrid followed behind; Trap had left to go check on the rest of their family, saying that their father had probably left somebody named Hackney under the care of their older sister. Astrid didn't protest much, and contentedly followed the Nadder and Night Fury in silence all the way to the storehouse.

Kieron was lying outside, basking in the sun; Izara was just coming out of the building, looking very full. "That's the most I've eaten in months." She plopped down with a satisfied grunt. "It's _wonderful_." Toothless could smell the fish on them, and it was heavenly. "There's still some inside," Izara said when she saw him, "follow your nose."

"No!" Astrid yelled, "You didn't eat everything, did you?" She rushed into the storehouse before Toothless, though he did manage to squeeze past her when she froze onto the spot. He followed his nose indeed, and it led him to the rack of hanging fish. The Night Fury didn't hesitate in snapping them straight off their places, and swallowed them whole, even when Astrid made a sound of dismay. "Gobber's gonna kill me."

She pinched the bridge of her nose, "How in Hel am I supposed to explain this to him?" Toothless grinned at her with the smile that Hiccup had taught him, hoping that it would calm her some, but if anything, it made her even more upset. "Stop eating!" The Night Fury darted away from his food, extremely disappointed that his eating was cut short.

He returned outside to find the three other dragons chirring at hi. "Yes, hilarious, you three are all stuffed silly and I'm living on honeycombs and dried fish." When they continued to chirr at him, the drake stopped his tail on the ground in frustration and dropped himself next to them with a huff. "I hate all of you."

That's when Snotlout flailed past; running as fast has his feet could take him. It looked as if his body was having a hard time keeping up with his legs. All the dragons had no idea what they had just witnessed and all their heads followed Snotlout's scrambling progress to the barn, where Astrid was just coming out. Kieron shook his head, "That hatchling needs help from the gods." The other dragons all silently agreed by nodding their head in unison.

"Astrid!" the boy cried, "Astrid! Oh my gods, on second, lemmie breathe." He puffed, holding up a hand. The other was propping him up on his knee as he struggled for breath. "Gobber's getting ships ready – he wants all of us with a dragon ready by noon."

"Can your Nightmare take that?" Astrid asked skeptically, "I mean, his wings got pretty hurt when he pulled in the ship for us."

"You bet it hurt," Kieron grumbled.

"Eh, he'll be fine," Snotlout waved unconcernedly.

"I think Stormfly will be able to – as long as she's up to it." Astrid said simply, scratching the back of her head with her hand.

"Who's that?" Snotlout asked, scowling.

"My dragon, stupid. The Nadder!" Astrid replied, exasperated. When the boy shrugged, she scowled back at him, "Stormfly – because she flew with the ship and dragged your sorry ass through the storm - Stormfly?" It was the most obvious thing in the world, but the boy still looked lost. He made a confused sound, followed by him shrugging dramatically.

Kaliddene rustled her crown spikes self-importantly, "I like that name – it highlights my hardworking attitude… Stormfly." She tested the word on her voice. Kieron scoffed.

"My human will have a much better name for me."

"Did you decide something while I was busy?" Toothless scowled, giving them all stern looks.

"We decided that it would be best if we left our old lives behind. It would be better for us to leave them and start over again, with the Vikings, if they'll have us," Izara stated, "Mostly my idea." Toothless nodded in understanding – it seemed fitting, and almost like what he had done, leaving Aranon behind and taking on Toothless.

Astrid and Snotlout where still harping on about names. "Fireworm," Snotlout countered one of Astrid's snide remarks at one of his prior name suggestions.

Kieron's head shot up, "Excuse me, what did he just say?" Toothless took his turn to chirr. Fireworms where small, annoying little pests in the dragon world, like rats were to humans, and no doubt the Nightmare did not take kindly to the name the human chose. "He did not just – oh, he did."

Snotlout was unaware of the bristling Nightmare, because he continued his talking to Astrid. "Yep, saw it myself – I saw it somewhere."

Astrid snickered, "I didn't know you could read."

"I don't," Snotlout scowled, and continued to be oblivious to the fact that Kieron was coming up behind him.

"And you're sure you want that name?" Astrid smirked.

"Yes, I want that name – he can set himself on fire, can't he?" Snotlout snarled at her, "And he's my dragon, isn't he?"

Kieron came up right behind the boy, hooking his waistband with a protruding tooth, and pushed Snotlout chest-first against the wall of the storehouse. "Don't you dare name me after these damn parasites."

"I don't think he likes his new name," Astrid commented drying, crossing her arms squarely over her chest.

Kieron shouted in agreement, pressing his head harder against the boy, who was now breathing like a cornered animal, in a panic, eyes wide. Toothless felt no need to intervene, neither did Astrid on the two she-dragons. They actually seemed to be enjoying the payback for their abuse in the human's kill ring, and Astrid just looked straight up amused. The Nightmare continued to press the boy against the wall, blowing scalding smoke up his back.

"Alright! Okay!" The boy cried, "Your name is Hookfang! Hookfang!" His voice dropped to a pleading whisper, "_Please don't kill me_."

The newly dubbed Hookfang backed away, letting Snotlout drop to the ground, "Much better," he snorted, then shot Stormfly a victorious bark, "I told you my name would be better than yours." Stormfly snorted, but didn't say anything to further the conversation.

Astrid seemed rather amused while Snotlout continued his speech, "You know – Hookfang – because he has massive teeth that'll kill you if you get on his bad side?"

"You better keep your distance then."

Snotlout glowered at her response, "Whatever, you go find Fishface and I'll find the twins, we need to be ready to leave by noon." When Astrid reminded him that the Zippleback had flown off first thin, the boy shrugged, "Don't want them in the village while everyone's gone, do we?" Astrid shrugged, but seemed to agree with that. Toothless found himself agreeing also.

Snotlout was going to be going his own way with Hookfang, and Astrid the other with Stormfly and Izara, so she could accompany them on their search for Fishlegs.

Astrid seemed pretty awkward, trying to figure out how to climb onto Stormfly's back, but the she-dragon quickly tired of the girl slipping on her scales and getting nowhere, so she lowered her wing for Astrid to use as a step. The girl settled in at the base of the dragon's neck, legs over the wing joints. The Nightmare made quick work of getting Snotlout to sit on his neck, hands gripping on Hookfang's tree branch horns.

Toothless knew he wouldn't be needed or particularly helpful in either of their ventures, so he decided to explore the village in daylight, letting the others fly off.

He started by leaving the courtyard, and following what looked like a sheep path between houses and out to what he assumed was the village green. A row of evenly placed torches were placed down the footpath along the houses and shops. There were quite a few humans, he was surprised that nobody had noticed that all the dragons in the village had congregated around the storehouse, maybe they had been scared off by Trap and Gobber's orders.

A group of women were talking together, they seemed focused intently on their conversation but Toothless could see their eyes occasionally darting their children, young girls and boys wielding wooden swords at each other, laughing and shouting short battle cries. "Take that, ye greasy Outcast pig!"

The Night Fury watched from the shadows, which were quickly lessening due to the time of day it was. So it didn't surprise him too much when a girl with a frizzy red head of hair saw him and dropped her wooden sword in shock. He tried his hardest to put on a happy, non-threatening smile, making sure that his teeth were sheathed. The little girl stifled a giggle, quickly pulling a serious face.

He might or might not have intentionally raised his ears and widened his eyes.

Hiccup used to find all of this endearing, but the Night Fury hated it when Hiccup called him 'cute', but it did have an effect on the girl.

She giggled, letting down her hands to her sides. She stole glances at her playmates to see if they saw the hiding Night Fury – two others saw the paths her eyes were taking. One boy with white-blond hair like snow, and the other a petit girl with a waist length gold braid. The two seemed more hesitant about the dragon – it was only natural, he supposed, them being Vikings – but the redhead dropped into a crouch, slowly moving towards the Night Fury with her hand outstretched to him. Her eyes were alight with curiosity.

"Fox!" The girl hissed, "Don't touch it! You momma told us not to go near the dragons!"

"Oh, shush," the girl, Fox, scoffed, "he don't have no teeth to chomp me with, and if Snotlout can touch him without gettin' eaten, so can I."

"He's just a cousin – it doesn't mean you don't taste better than him," the boy said, "you probably do! I mean, Fox, that's a Night Fury!"

Fox defiantly stuck her tongue out of the others, "You two are cowardly little babies." The two pairs of eyebrows drew together in annoyance. "Snowhare, are you coming or no?" The white-haired child shook his head vigorously, blue eyes wide with fear. "Goldfin?" The second girl seemed to contemplate it longer than Snowhare, then slowly allowed her feet to move her closer to the alley where the Night Fury was waiting for them to come closer to him, still holding onto his 'cute' face and mannerisms so not to scare them off.

Although she was brazen compared to the other two, Fox played it safe and held her hand out under his jaw.

It felt like pure bliss when it connected with the soft spot under his jaw. When he started to purr, involuntarily, of course, Fox laughed again, smoothing her hand along his hide, "He's like your brother and sister's Karelian dogs, Goldfin!"

The other was still cautiously watching, "But I don't think that Ruff and Tuff can set this dragon on me." Toothless glanced uneasily at her. _There's another one? Gods help us all._ But she was abnormally petite for a Viking, not scrawny like Hiccup, but fine boned and big-eyed, she couldn't possibly be a threat. They both were on his left side. Toothless lowered himself down to the ground so the girls could reach his back easier, to rub his wings joint and along the sides of his crests. Hiccup had never scratched him there, and it felt wonderful to have those girls' fingers scratching at them. They slowly became less apprehensive around him, even scratching behind his ears. Snowhare would scowl at Toothless like a good little Viking warrior, occasionally looking around the corner of the house to make sure that nobody else would come and see that the two girls were giggling and making the Night Fury melt into a puddle of bliss.

Toothless suddenly rolled over to the right, exposing his belly to them. The girls enthusiastically rubbed at his hide, and involuntarily, he found himself kicking his back leg on reflex. Fox giggled again, "He's definitely like the Karelians, looks all big n' tough, can kill like nobody's business, but when it comes down to it, he's a big ol' puppy dog." She scratched at his ribs.

Snowhare came around the corner again, eyebrows scrunched up together, "Fox…"

"You coming around Snow?" She asked cheekily, grinning ear to ear.

"Fox, you really, really need to get away-"

"Fox! Fox!" A woman cried, marching around the corner. She held a furious scowl on her face and her posture threatening. "You come away from that demon this moment, young lady!"

As if the two girls were tied by cords, they yanked themselves away from the dragon's side. Goldfin darted away like some flighty golden bird around the back corner of the house, bare feet pattering away on the dirt.

More women came around the corner, the ones that had been having the conversation together. The women all were poised as if they'd beat him to death with their laundry baskets, a stray thought entered his mind, wondering if they had done so before. He dismissed it for the present time, which loomed much closer than the thought.

"Goldfin, ye coward!" Fox yelled after the girl long gone, "Get back here and face yer fate!"

"Fox Jorgenson!" The first woman barked, grabbing the girl's wrist just as she was about to dash after her playmate to administer justice, "you are in big trouble! What did Gobber tell you about touching the dragons?"

"Te not to," the girl grumbled. Out of the corner of his eye, Toothless could see Snowhare stick his tongue out at Fox in an 'I told you so' way. A woman who was clearly his mother flicked his ear and dragged him off by it.

All the others left quickly after that, harried expressions clear on the woman's faces, like they were scared of being seen even remotely close to the Night Fury by the other villagers. They didn't bother to shoo him from the alley, so he excused himself silently.

_You may go now, and continue your duties, my Second._

_As you wish, and as we may, my Leader._

That was usually now it went when he was dismissed by Torok from a meeting in the council or from his regular duties. Using it now would almost be mocking the ritual in some way.

The dragon bounded up to the rooftop of one of the houses beside him. The village looked for more recognisable from that vantage point, he could remember the layout better from above, what little he knew from the few raids he had been on, and that one terrible run in with that sheep and Astrid by the smithy.

He wondered if the Vikings would take kindly to the new development of living with the dragons about, though he didn't expect them to for a while. The reaction, as it had been always before with the Vikings, was completely natural. Overcoming that basest instincts would be a challenging for the humans on the island, and he wasn't going to rush their interactions, he supposed the best way to deal with the Vikings was to introduce them to interacting with the dragons slowly and carefully, but he couldn't wait for Stoick and the fleet to return to Berk, that would be far from logical. It didn't help that they only had the words of five teens and Gobber to go on, along with a group of dragons that weren't exactly grateful for being imprisoned for however they were treated in ways they had been. _Except for Stormfly, she got herself captured on purpose, more of for fun than anything else._

He still couldn't get over that, it was ridiculous no matter how one spun it or looked at it from any prospective.

The dragon dropped to his haunches on the roof, observing the people that passed by. The sun almost was at it's peak in the sky, and when he looked down to the docks, he could see two fishing boats being prepared, as well as what looked like a sleek racing vessel with odd shaped sails. They were all being loaded with supplies and what Vikings adults that remained in the village with no business to attend to.

Toothless watched Gobber direct them, sending the man with a crate to the second fishing boat, and the woman with a box of swords needed to put those back where she found them and bring something they'd actually need . She stomped off indignantly with her box of swords.

"Night Fury!" Izara shouted just before she buzzed passed over his head. Stormfly and Hookfang made passes close over him also.

"Stop calling me that!" He barked after them, but they all just chirred as they wheeled down to the docks. They all had a human on their backs who were holding on for dear life. They didn't have saddles like he and Hiccup did, just their bare hands and a single rope to Fishlegs and Izara. Stormfly whistled as she landed on the docks, just to alert the humans to their imminent approach.

The humans scattered away from the spot where they were landing, ducking away with their arms over their heads.

The Night Fury didn't want to be left out on the excitement, so he dropped down from the roof, being careful not to crush anybody beneath him. Maybe he tried his hardest to look dignified, but he saw Goldfin on the path, and when she grinned and waved her little hands at him, he gave her a gummy smile, but didn't stay there long, instead, making his way down the ramps to the docks.

His claws gave him good purchase in the wet wood, and it was aged, he could tell from the spongy texture of some of the boards that looked like they needed to be replaced soon. They creaked under his weight, but the time he had on them didn't permit them to do anything further.

When he made it onto the dock, there was already a rough made harness of rope on Stormfly's back, looping around her neck and connecting to another encircling her behind her wings. On either side there were long ropes that extended far behind her and ended in loops, perfect for attaching onto hooks.

"Toothless!" She exclaimed, happily chirping, "Good for you to join in the fun!"

"Ya, such fun – oi, watch it," Hookfang growled. He had just been pinched by the ropes that Gobber and Snotlout were trying to put on him. Snotlout cowered away from the irked Nightmare, but Gobber just growled back. Hookfang took the reprimand as easily as a pup, quietly grumbling, and continued to let them put the harness on him.

"You are going to pull these ships to the Nest?" Toothless asked, "Hope there won't be any new storms or strong winds."

"After yesterday's, I don't think so… it probably will be fine, "Izara put in, she was being fitted for a harness also, it looked like she would be hook onto the sleek racer ship, it made sense, since she had a small wingspan, she would be pulling the lightest ship.

"Dad, you have to stay here. Your arm is broken and you can't possibly think everybody will stay alive with Tani in charge!"

"Your sister is more than capable of taking care of the others – your mother is stranded on an island of dragons, and I'm not taking chances on not going. I'm not going to stand idly by when you all go off on this rescue."

The man scowled again at his daughter when she once again retaliated. "Dad, you'll only slow us down. One arm doesn't get you far on a ship aiming for speed."

"Astrid, let it go. If he wants to come, let him." Gobber was at their sides – Toothless had no idea how that man could move so fast and stealthily on that peg leg. "Let him come."

Toothless decided that the conversation wasn't his to follow, so he returned his attentions to the other dragons. They were quiet now, he assumed that everything was starting to catch up to them, and that they'd have to return to the Nest. Izara had lain down, since her harness was completed, and was resting herself before their coming journey. Hookfang was done also, so he was done with interacting with humans.

"Toothless," He asked, "You'll be staying here?"

The Night Fury Nodded, "I cannot fly without Hiccup, even if I could, I wouldn't leave him for anything."

"Good," The Nightmare grunted, "When that fool, Ephos and Dophos, gets back, kill him for me."

"Him? Them?" Stormfly asked, "Honestly, I don't know what to call… them."

"I'd suppose it depends on the situation," Izara stated, "Like if a Zippleback is speaking, they'd be separate, but in other situations, we'd have to discern for ourselves what to say."

They all sat in silence, all trying to figure out the grammar for addressing a Zippleback, but Toothless himself quickly decided that it didn't matter to him what they called them, it would always be an issue, and he wouldn't strain himself over it.

Hookfang growled in frustration, "Just kill them for me, then the grammar won't matter."

There was a yell from further down the docks, I the first fishing boat, to signal to the other humans that their departure was upon them. There Vikings were fast in picking up their feet, and it wasn't long before Stormfly, Hookfang, and Izara were brought away to have their harnesses attached to the ships.

The sails were snapped open, and the ropes connected to the harnesses grew taught and creaked as the dragons strained forward with their ships. Slowly, ever so slowly, the ships made their way out of the harbour, past the stone guardians, and disappeared over the horizon.

Toothless bowed his head. "Fair winds aid you."

=0=

**That's it for another chapter, ladies and gentlemen!**


	26. An Overabundence of Zipplebacks

Toothless didn't plan on continuing his day by getting ambushed by a crotchety old man with a stick. "Take that, you mangy dragon! You show yourself in broad daylight, you get to face me!" The Night Fury crouched into a defensive position, snarling viciously. His spines were quivering, they didn't usually do that, and he could tell his pupils were bare slits, because he could hardly see.

The offender was a boney old man with a walking staff decorated with dragon fangs. "No beast walks away from Mildew!" Toothless hissed at the elderly man, and raised his wings in an attempt to make himself appear larger ad scare the human off with minimal conflict. Mildew screamed out again with a raised staff, and this this time, the Night Fury was ready to bat it away.

The staff was about to come down, but it was deflected by a tiny wooden sword.

"You gotta get by me first, ye cranky old man!" The redheaded Fox hit away the man's staff with her plaything, "No hurting the dragons, Mildew, strict orders!"

"Shove off, ye stupid brat!" Mildew barked, "Go hide back behind yer mother's apron." But the little girl stood her ground, wooden sword raised. Having a hissing Night Fury at her back might have helped with the image of fierceness, because the old man must have taken a reality check, because he shifted his eyes between the two. "Who's orders?"

"Gobber and Trap!" Fox spat at him, hands tightening around the hilt of her wooden sword.

"Rubbish! Those two went off with the rest to take the Nest and _kill_ the dragons, not grant them immunity within the village!"

"So then talk to Trap, because you choose impeccable timing to wander into the village, truly awe inspiring." There was a new person striding towards them, a girl with honey coloured hair and large eyes. There was a baby in her arms, wrapped in blankets in furs to ward off the cold. "My uncle just left with the rest of the fighting population, unfortunate you weren't in town, eh, Mildew?" Her tone was disdainful and hinted that she wasn't particularly fond of the old man she was reprimanding.

"Tani Hofferson," Mildew growled, leaning on his staff. His eyes kept shifting to the ground. He wasn't _afraid_ of this girl, what he? "Don't tell me you've gone mad too!"

Tani raised an eyebrow, "We're all mad, gods help us all if anything's changed." The girl set her hip, shifting the child in her arms, "Now stop beating on little girls and the flightless dragon that saved your life… Go on, shoo!" Somehow, the girl was able to drive off the old man with nothing but her words and a firm frown.

Toothless started to try to sneak off unnoticed, but Fox grabbed onto his wing. "You can't go far alone, eh?" She giggled, "Don't worry; Mildew is the only person who didn't know. Momma says he's a hermit." Toothless didn't know how to respond to the pup's touch. He tried to shake her hand from his wing, but she was very persistent, her little fingers clamped over the limb stubbornly, not showing any hint of relinquishing it back to him any time soon.

"I think the dragon will be okay from now on, unless Bucket wanders into town." Tani told the girl, because she could see the dragon's discomfort, even when Fox couldn't. "Come to our hall, Fox, West and Mite are talking about making a play arena."

"Oh boy, count me in!" Fox exclaimed, letting go of the Night Fury's wing and loping off across the village, leaving Toothless with Tani and the child she carried.

The girl checked the baby in her arms again, then dismissed the dragon. "Go do whatever you dragons do, just don't wreck anything, otherwise Mildew won't be your only problem. "With that, she turned and left for the way that Fox had run off to.

He smirked. _You needn't worry about _me_ breaking things._

Toothless twisted his head around. Since the boats had left the harbour, the village was oddly quiet, the streets were empty of activity and the life that was there before. No women gossiped on someone's front step, no children were playing with white dolls or wooden swords. The only living things on the street was a pair of geese waddling through the square, breasts thrown forward in self-importance, white and black plumage gleamed in the sun. One of them hissed at him, and he flinched. "Bloody birds," the dragon growled.

He slunk away, away from the geese and heading back to the Haddock hall – Toothless had had enough unpleasant encounters for the hour.

It was unfortunate, that he had no one to hold conversation with, as they had all left with the ships and any creature smart enough to speak the Common Tongue was probably unwelcome in the village. Sheep and yaks weren't overly intelligent, so they were incapable of speaking a language not natural to their kind. The wolves in the Berkian forest were able to learn the Common Tongue because their species was clever enough to try to talk to dragons, deer also, though they learned it from Terrors, so it was jointed and poor. Magical creatures like dragons, gryphons, nymphs and the like, being created by the gods, knew the Common Tongue from the time they began to speak. One would wish that Unicorns wouldn't have known how, because they swore up and down the mountains they lived in and laced their sentences with obscenities enough to make a Pukwudgie cringe.

Unfortunately for him, Berk had neither magical creatures nor friendly clever ones. If the Vikings had managed to save some horses from the larger dragons, maybe he would've managed to get some conversation out of them, if horses had anything interesting to say.

Suddenly, there was a shadow that draped itself over the village, even though it was not long into the afternoon. Toothless's head whipped up to see what the source of disruption was, only to see a dark cloud of leathery wings, all shapes and sizes, blocking out the sun over the island; Nadders, Nightmares, Gronkles, Zipplebacks, and the occasional hoard of Terrible Terrors.

There was a pair of voices that rose over the general noise of beating wings and the sporadic squawk, coming from the only Zippleback he should have expected.

"Kiery dearest, we have your three hundred Zipplebacks-"

"Give or take a dozen!"

* * *

><p>"Ephos, Dophos, I didn't think you'd actually come back!" Toothless called, bounding over to meet with them where the Zippleback landed, "I mean, with so many dragons!"<p>

"It wasn't too hard," Ephos stated.

Dophos nodded in agreement, "They were confused and were starting to fly towards the mainland, we got them to turn around and come back here."

"We figured we'd all go even more insane if it was just the five of us." Ephos concluded.

Toothless did a quick tally in his head. Stormfly, Hookfang, Izara, Himself, and the Zippleback. _So they do count themselves as one, but considers himself as separate entities._

The Zippleback walked forward, "we could hardly get them to-turn around. They were confused after being released from the Queen's control-" Ephos said.

"-and when they realized what was going on, they kept wanting to go back to the Nest-"

"-heaven knows what for."

Toothless's brows drew together. It could be some kind of residue of the Queen's influence over the dragons. In their desperation to escape from the Vikings, the dragons must have been able to ignore the Queen, now that the danger had passed, they must be able to feel whatever the Queen was trying to do with their minds: return to the Nest and protect her.

The dragons that landed around them looked exhausted, their eyelids drooping and their wings hardly being able to stay up at their sides, except the Zipplebacks, which just got their wings to lie over their backs anyways. There was a female Nadder who just folded herself up on the ground and whimpered piteously, muscles shaking from fatigue.

It made sense, if these dragons were displaced for as long as they were, they should be exhausted.

There were more dragons landing towards the other side of the village, and among them was a long, ropey body, very much like a Grapple Grounder, although this one was cherry red – the exact opposite of Celine. In fact, he couldn't see his friend anywhere, and that disheartened him. _What if she hadn't escaped from the Queen's emergence? What if she was dead?_ No, he wouldn't allow himself to think like that. Celine had to be fine, it was in her, stubborn as any dragon would be proud to be. She was alive and kicking, be as annoying as she could be. It seemed like something she would do, so that's how he imagined her.

"Toothless! Oh my gods, what did you do?"

The Night Fury whipped his head to see Trap loping towards him, looking exasperated. "Why do you automatically blame me? It was the Zippleback this time!"

Trap came closer, edging around drowsy dragons, scowl becoming deeper and deeper as he came. "How am I going to explain this to everybody? Gobber isn't around to shut them up, and they won't take me seriously!" He ran his hands through his hair, which was loose from its binding, "I'm doomed."

Ephos looked around, "I don't think this human will have to do any explaining – look." Toothless did look, and he saw Viking women and children coming from their homes to see what the commotion was all about.

The children were less hesitant about coming forward, eager to see the dragons that were resting in their streets, uncaring about the sharp bits and claws on the dragons, like a curious pup investigating a sea urchin, no matter how many times a parent would warn and call them away from it, the pup would not lose the impulse to paw at it until he or she realised that it would actually hurt them personally.

A young mother called for her son to return to her from where she kept a nervous distance from the dragons, though her boy was adamant on feeling the horn belonging to a smoky grey and silver male Nadder. The Nadder was enjoying the curious hands of the young child. Toothless didn't know that Nadders could purr, but he knew it now.

Slowly, ever so slowly, the people of the village broke through their reserves, hesitantly meeting the dragons, on their own times too, as he had planned and had hoped for. The children, strangely enough, were what made it happen, taking the hands and wrists of their parents or grandparents and helping them join in on the events taking place.

"Unbelievable," Trap sighed in relief, but as soon as he said it, he suddenly tensed. "Mildew, gods damn it all."

Ephos was the first to speak up on the matter of the angry old man running towards the people and dragons, brandishing his staff, "Well, he looks like a charming elder human, do you want us to deal with this, Toothless?"

The Night Fury shook his head, "Leave him alone – but if he hits any dragon with that stick of his, feel free to give him a spark or two." He went back to watching to the human-dragon interaction out of the corner of his eyes, the rest on Mildew. Then it dawned on him. That was the first order he had given since the morning he had left home, ordering two Nadders apart after a fight had broken out, but what also baffled him was that Ephos and Dophos had gone to _him_ for orders instead of acting on their own accord.

The Zippleback was now stalking the old man, hiding behind other dragons and buildings, watching Mildew trying to talk the villagers away from the dragons. Many of the people brushed the elder off, like they were used to his nagging and complaining. Every time the men raised his staff, even slightly, Ephos and Dophos would hiss behind him, making their presence clear and frightening behind Mildew into lowering his staff. For a man with such a large mouth and metaphorical weight he tried to throw around, he sure was flighty.

"You surely can't trust these beasts!" He'd say. Many people would ignore him, some would reply that, no, they couldn't trust the dragons, but they weren't hurting anybody, where they? Others would be extremely sarcastic with him, then tell him to back off and skulk somewhere else. "Thieving, murdering, foul beasts!" Mildew exclaimed, shaking his stick at a Zippleback. Toothless saw the four pupils of Ephos and Dophos contract to mere slits at the movement. It wasn't another moment before a small pool of gas flowing down from Ephos's and gathering at the old man's feet, and just when Mildew saw it, Dophos clicked his jaw and sparked.

Mildew must have jumped at least five feet both up and forward, but Toothless was going to give most of the credit to the explosion, which was also very impressive for the small amount of gas that was used. The old man flew forward, landing on his face and skidding forward in that awkward and terribly uncomfortable position until he came to a stop in front of the roaring spectators. The humans were falling over themselves in laughter, wiping tears from their eyes and cackling at the embarrassment of the elder.

The old man staggered to his feet, only to be laughed at even harder because of the missing section of his beard. The grey hair was missing a chunk out of the middle, reaching all the way to the chin, making it forked and scraggly.

Many of the dragons where chirring along with the humans at Mildew, even Toothless couldn't help himself from joining in. But that sort of made him feel guilty, enjoying the embarrassment of Mildew – Elders should be revered, they were the wise counsellors of the Leader, like how Gothi had power within the community. But it was apparent that that position was determined by their ability and respect dictated by their likability, not by age. But Toothless was a Night Fury, and it was in his blood to try to honour this man, even if he was the least likable or agreeable human in the Archipelago. It pained him, but he would try his best to honour this man until it was proven that the man did not deserve it.

"Mark my words, these beasts will turn on you and kill you all!" Mildew barked, retreating from the group gathered together. Nobody paid him any heed, except for the Gronkle he bumped into on his backwards retreat. The old man yelped, then scurried away and out of sight.

Ephos and Dophos snorted, then continued their weave through the mess of Vikings and dragons. "Hey, Toothless, where is the rest of them, Kaliddene, Kieron, and Izara?"

The Night Fury joined him in their stroll, passing Vikings and dragons, all of which seemed to be having a fine time. "The others have left with their humans and some others on ships. They're returning to the nest to assist in the recovery of the remaining fleet and bring the survivors here."

"I do suppose that's logical." Dophos speculated.

"You don't say?" Ephos replied dryly, acting surprised.

"Shut up. You may be me, but I can still hate you."

Toothless scoffed, "The gods just had to put you two together." He chirred, "I do believe your company will be most amusing."

* * *

><p>It was encouraging, to see all of the humans cooperate with the dragons, and the dragons being gentle with the Viking children. He hadn't thought that the humans would take longer to warm up to the dragons. The dragons had been ready, they seemed to have always been ready, but he would've given the Vikings at least a good month to a year. But it was curious that the process had been accelerated to the span of a day simply from the will of children and the humiliation of a grouchy old man.<p>

There was a woman, the same one who had called out to her son to come away from the dragons, was being introduced to the grey and silver Nadder. She was nervously laughing as her son eased her hand onto the snout of the dragon, "Darling, I don't think-"

"Just pet the dragon, mom." The boy sighed, "He's not going to bite your hand off!"

"Well, sweetie, I wouldn't put it past _it_." She replied nervously, then squeaked when her son ducked under the Nadder's belly, one hand on either of the dragon's lower legs. "Tad, what are you doing?!"

"He won't hurt you, mom, he hasn't hurt me!" The boy's face was alight and his eyes were bright. "Can I keep 'im mom, can I, can I?" The Nadder squawked in agreement, wholeheartedly nodding and rustling his wings. Both the boy and the Nadder looked exited as if they were going to burst with happiness, and the Night Fury wanted to witness how this was going to play out.

The woman hesitated, "Tadpole, I don't think… it's a _dragon_… a might huge, intimidating dragon… Tadpole…"

"Please mom?!" The child begged. Was it even possible for the boy's eyes to get any bigger? "_Please_?"

The Nadder chirped along, "Please, child's dame?"

The woman wrung her hands and the issue became worse for her when Trap appeared over her shoulder, "Mrs. Ingerman, I can assure you this dragon will be a fine companion for Tadpole, Nadders are very affectionate dragons, very gentle."

"Tad, honey, please get away from that dragon!"

"Mom, no!" the boy hugged the Nadder's leg tightly, and the Nadder snorted indignantly at the woman. "I named 'im already, I have to keep him!"

"Tad, I'm serious!"

"I'm naming him Wolfpelt!"

The woman gathered her skirt in her fists, as if she had every intention of going after her son and dragging him out from under the dragon. "Tadpole Ingerman!"

"Wolfpelt! Wolfpelt! Wolfpelt!" The boy yelled, squeezing his eyes shut and holding on tight to the dragon's leg.

The mother's shoulders slumped in defeat, her fists letting go of her skirts. Her resolve seemed to crumble. "It better behave – if it eats the chickens, both of you are out of my house."

"_Yes_!" Tadpole rejoiced, "you're the best, mom!" He ran out from under the Nadder's belly to embrace his mother.

"Don't make me regret it." She said firmly, then pushed Wolfpelt's seeking nose away with her elbow, "The Nadder will sleep outside, if you try to bring him inside like that badger-"

"I promise, mom."

"That could've been worse," Dophos commented, watching Tadpole and the new Wolfpelt together, running off from Mrs. Ingerman, who called after them worriedly. "Much worse."

"I'm just surprised the Vikings trust us so fast," Toothless speculated, starting to stroll forward with the Zippleback in order to move on through the crowd.

"Perhaps they're as tired of fighting as we are." Ephos replied. The Night fury had considered it as a possibility, and the most likely of all the ones he could think of. Dragons were mostly peaceable among creatures; the only major conflict in his lifetime was that kerfuffle in the Roman Isles due to the death of a Leader. The whole affair was easily solved. With that in mind, it did justify Ephos's statement.

A similar situation to Tadpole and Wolfpelt's was occurring, but this time, it was with a near-yearling Nightmare and a teenage girl, older than Astrid, younger than Tani. She was clever, holding out a trout in offering to the dragon, Toothless could tell she was nervous, holding her hands so close to the mouth of the crimson Nightmare. Tap seemed to be running about the crowd to help with the interactions, because he came up behind the girl to assist her with the dragon.

Toothless felt like his presence within the crowd was no longer necessary for the following events, that and he was making people more nervous than they had to be.

He was a Night Fury, the terror in the night sky that would blow towers over and kill numerous people for the sake of distraction. The other dragons were a tangible and very real thing for the Vikings, but Toothless and his Night Fury successors from the Nest were dark shadows as mysterious and far away as the gods. Having him among them was like having a god decide to take a stroll through their village.

He notified Ephos and Dophos that he would be taking his leave, and if they needed him, they would find him in the big house at the top of the hill. As Toothless made his way up said hill, he would look back down to where the dragons were.

They sure where making themselves comfortable in the town, a sea of scales, as colourful as a Leviathan, only disrupted by the patches of uncovered dirt and grass, as well as the Vikings that weaved between all of them. By now, they had probably discovered the missing fish from the stores, as they had begun to bring out some baskets for the dragons to snack on, but Toothless pushed his way through the front door of the Haddock hall before there were any shouts raised to the fact.

Gothi was making something in the cauldron over the fire, and she was very intent on it, stirring the contents with a metal ladle that scraped the bottom. The Night Fury slinked behind her on his way to his boy, careful not to catch her hawk like eyes. She didn't see him, and if she did, she showed no sign of it.

He crept up behind the bed.

Gothi had put a heavier woolen blanket over Hiccup, but leaving the weight off of his left leg, or what was left of it. There was also a wet cloth draped over his forehead, some water from it trickled down his pup's temple and met with his already damp hairline. The bucket Toothless assumed was for the cloth was sitting dutifully beside the bed, the clear water within reflected the torches that perched in their brackets.

Toothless tentatively ventured his right foreleg onto the bed, testing it to see if it creaked. When it didn't, he placed another foreleg on in, but when it did tart to whine, Gothi's head snapped to his direction. She gave him a smouldering glare that made him grimace and drop back down to the floor.

The pup was breathing shallowly, small puffs out and whistling breaths in, and his face was deathly pale, the speckles on his face standing out like dots of blood on white stone, and the scrapes on his face also stood out, stark in contrast. Toothless wished Hiccup would soon heal, so they could fly together again, then he could see colour in the boy's face. Hiccup would try to rub away the pink windburn from his cheeks, that he knew, but the dragon wished he wouldn't.

Toothless laid his head beside his pup's still body, nuzzling his arm so that Hiccup's cold limp hand rested on his head. Toothless didn't want to move the boy too much, so he refrained from bumping Hiccup's side as much as he could, content to listen to the sound of his boy breathing.

He didn't know how long it had been before Gothi came along on the other side of the bed. Toothless watched her over Hiccup's chest. She was very deliberate with her movements, and was careful when she lifted the blanket off of his leg and began to inspect the site of amputation, the dragon assumed she was searching for anything worrying. The wound hadn't been tended to properly for a while after the battle, if an infection had snuck in, it could be troublesome.

The leg was placed back down on the bed after careful inspection, and the blanket draped back over. Toothless looked, and it appeared that he was the next patient, because Gothi climbed over the bed with surprising agility for her age and decrepit body. She tapped his chest with her staff, somehow conveying that he was to move back, but remain on his belly so that she could reach his neck. Toothless did so, and allowed her to unwrap the bandages from his neck. He was glad that Trap hadn't applied the itchy poultice the night before, otherwise he would have been dragging himself up the walls trying to scratch it, and nobody would have gotten any sleep. This medicine was a liquid, so it had either been accepted by the wound or soaked into the bandage, whatever was left glistened on his scales, still smelling absolutely revolting.

It didn't take long for the old woman to replace the old bandages with new ones. He couldn't see them very well due to them being wrapped around his very stout neck. Only flashes of white could be seen from the corners of his eyes to make him away that it was indeed bandage on his neck.

The healer finished quickly, then scurried away back across the room, back to her cauldron.

Hiccup laid there, scrapes and all, body broken. _Alainne was a weak girl, a wretched, unbeatable disease ate through her body._ Toothless startled himself, thinking of what the _Sciens_ had said. _Leathan was one of the fittest males for leagues._ He did admit he was very strapping, but it wasn't saying much on his behalf, seeing he was the _only_ Night Fury for leagues.

He hadn't ever spoken of Leathan's legacy, much less thought of it since the _Sciens_ had told him, except for the day he had bonded with Hiccup. It was odd, thinking about it all.

Somehow, through blind fate and circumstance, he and Hiccup had resurrected the pact of bonding that Sequiter and Leathan had destroyed and imposed upon the race of Night Furies to reinstate. Now that he thought of it, he had caught three fish in one bite – he had basically brought the pact full circle, also killing the Red Death, and he had liberated the dragons in the Archipelago. As an added bonus, and liberated the island for the Crescent Isle Colony.

He had to remind himself that that had been his original objective, oddly though he had lost sight of it in his misadventures and happenings with Hiccup. Getting his people to Berk would be an issue, but Frost's prediction never said when it would take place, or at least the version Torok had given to him didn't. He could take his time with that, he should get everything back in order with the Vikings and help his boy regain his footing, so to speak.

But really, how did the Sciens know all of this? He certainly had spoken with the gods, no doubt about it.

Toothless wrapped his tail around the foot of the bed, and hummed in his low tones. _Sleep, little pup._

* * *

><p>"This better be good," Toothless huffed, following Barf and Belch down the hill, "I won't be very impressed if it's not." After being in the Haddock hall for a good couple hours, Toothless, admittedly, was getting bored, an unconscious boy, no matter how important to him, was dull. But he was too proud to let the Zippleback know that.<p>

"Well, you see, Toothless, we assume that the others helped themselves quite well to the store rooms, not you, being an honourable Night Fury that you are." Barf started, "Unfortunately, the Vikings are less than impressed with the fact that all their fish are gone, as are our fellow dragons-"

"- and we aren't sure as to what we are to do with this unpleasant situation." Dophos finished.

Ephos cocked his head, "Let the Vikings fish on their non-existent boats?"

"Or assist them on their endeavours, and fish with them?"

Toothless eyed the Zippleback in disappointment and annoyance. "And you couldn't pull a deduction for all of your brains? Please tell me you're joking." He waited for a moment, waiting for some type of smartass and logical response, but he got nothing except two pouting heads. "You're not," he sighed. "We'll pull some of our weight while the human's numbers are so low, it's the least we can do. You pull together some Nightmares, they're half decent at fishing solo. I'll try to get some fishing nets into the claws of some Nadders, and the rest can try to keep the Vikings occupied."

"Zipplebacks?" Ephos questioned.

"I've never seen a Zippleback fish – what would you recommend?"

"We'll stay with the Gronkles," Dophos said, "I can't say our kind like getting our heads wet."

And that's how it all went. Granted, it was hard to get some Nightmares to agree to fish for someone not themselves, but it was easy to get a net into the claws of a pair of Nadders. The two were more than enthusiastic to go fishing with the strange new contraption. With the Gronkles, it was just better to not inform them of anything, and they would do what they were supposed to anyway, and the Zipplebacks would tell them eventually.

Once they were off, Toothless climbed up onto the roof of the storage to watch them. All of them went together in a large pack, knowing where the fish schooled at this time of year, the Nadders held the net between them awkwardly as they flew, and the Nightmares swooped and flew in excited loops. The euphoria of being free of the Queen was upon them.

They deserved the elation they felt. Since they were all very young, he could assume that they had all lived under the influence of the Queen for the majority of their lives, if not all. He himself had never felt the touch of the Queen's mind keenly like other dragons had, and he had no idea if they had either, but they at least no longer had to fear her unchecked appetite for dragons.

He could see more children running through the streets and footpaths. _How many pups do the Vikings have? _he thought in amazement. The amount of children underfoot in the village was phenomenal, it was also odd. Humans could mate whenever they pleased without any regard for the seasons, unlike dragons did. But Toothless supposed the only way for the humans to keep the population up during a war against dragons was to reproduce like rabbits.

One of the children was riding on the back of a brown and orange Gronkle, the others were chasing after them, about seven or eight children, all of them shouting and laughing happily as they ran with the dragon through the streets and behind the houses.

Toothless had always been fond of young creatures. He had been very glad to play with his nieces and nephews back home, all of them belonging to his only older sister, Willeck, who was ten years his senior, and one of the three pups his parents had had during their lifetimes. Her mate was a Warshade by the name of Princip, a fine warrior that had assisted him while settling the trouble in the Roman Isles. Willeck herself was more of a good friend than sister, since their nest times never overlapped, but her numerous pups were adamant on con calling him 'Uncle Aranon'. Sometimes they would ambush him and Tempest while they slept, or would find hundreds of excuses for him to join them on a fishing trip instead of attending his regular duties and obligations - not saying he never went with them, if it was a slow day, he oftentimes would. Torok would always lecture him after those days, but they were short and not very heartfelt.

Toothless liked to think that his brother was sometimes on his side.

The Vikings weren't missing the small team of dragons he had sent out, actually, they seemed to be entertaining themselves quite fine with the dragons that remained, and the dragons equally with them.

He watched the humans for a while more, until he could make out the shapes of the returning dragons. The Nightmares had mouths full of fish, as well as others speared on their claws, those fish would go to the dragons. The two Nadders strained with the laden net between them. All the fish were still alive in the net, so occasionally one would flop its way out of the ropes and into the ocean that was a good distance below.

When the humans caught sight of the dragons, much later than Toothless, given their dismal eyesight, they started to shout to each other excitedly, some not believing their eyes, most just laughing at the improbability of the situations. Dragons carrying fish _towards_ them - they probably never thought they'd live to see the day. The Night Fury chirred at their reactions.

Toothless jumped off the roof of the house, then weaved through the structures in order to get to the storehouse quickly, as that was where they had agreed to meet. He reached the place shortly before they did, and the only reward for his efforts was a fat cod slapping him in the head as it fell from the net. But he couldn't hold his smouldering glower when he saw the excitement of the dragons that had gone on the fishing venture.

"There were so many fish so close to the island!" One Nadder exclaimed, breathless from her load.

"Enough to feed everyone for years! They've been protected for so long from us I bet we won't leave a dent in their population unless we binge," the other continued enthusiastically.

"And we be hungry enough for that," one of the Nightmares added, though it was through a mouth of fish, so that's was Toothless was pretty sure she had said, "These fish are huge!"

The Night Fury chirred along with them. The fish certainly were fat, and that had affected him also, he had more than enough padding over his ribs from his diet in the cove.

The humans had come by them and were happily untangling the net from the claws of the Nadders, then opening it up. The first fish were tossed to the dragons that had carried them back, a few more to other dragons that had drifted by, and many were taken somewhere he didn't know of, but they were out of sight from him.

Somebody handed Toothless a fish, a fat cod with big mirror eyes, gills flaring, trying to bring in air. The Night Fury gingerly took it, making sure his teeth were sheathed within his gums. Once it was in his mouth though, he eagerly snapped it up, all in one go. It was very filling, being so large, and he cooed appreciatively to the giver, though whoever had given it to him was now gone.

"You look pleased." Dophos said. "I do hope-"

"Everything went as planned," Ephos finished.

Very much so," Toothless replied, "Come share, there's more than enough to go around."

"I'll pass," they replied in unison, "We had helped ourselves before during the first handout of fish."

"Well, it's good to know you weren't starving," Toothless replied sourly, sweeping his tail out of the way of a Gronkle that had joined the new gathering.

"I think so too," Dophos said with mock sweetness.

The Night Fury snorted, "You're ridiculous." Ephos and Dophos cackled again heads held high. Toothless assumed it was so that he'd be forced to crane his neck to look them in the eyes. It was hard to figure out which head to address, so he settled on not looking at either. "Have you seen a blue and gold Grapple Grounder lately?" He asked them, "She's a good friend of mind, and I'd like to know if she was with you. You understand, of course."

Ephos grunted in response, "I don't think so. There is Tuli, but I'm pretty sure-"

"She's red." Dophos ended, "If you're referring to the one called Celine, I have no idea where she is - haven't seen her since last year, before we were captured."

"Before last Hatchling Time, to be precise." Ephos added, "So, no."

"Do you suppose someone else saw her?" Toothless asked, "Last I saw her, she said she was returning to the Nest, but that was the day before I was captured."

"If she's as smart as I remember, she'd try to get away from the Nest as fast as she could."

"Toothless sighed in resignation, "I sure hope so."

* * *

><p>It was growing dark after the first full of day of peace ended. Stars dotted the clear sky, only fainting when the moon edged past them as Nótt rolled with her brother, pushing him into oblivion. Only a single, small cloud drifted to block the moon, but only succeeded in becoming part of its silvery brilliance.<p>

There was a single fire that burned close to one of the village greens, but it was a large fire, wide as a man was tall, and the flames three times that. Humans had gathered around it, bringing the fish that had been carried away before.

Toothless was only a small distance away from the bonfire, so the warmth still touched his scales. He could see the humans skewering the fish on their sharp sticks and cooking them over the fire, the juices of the fish would condensate on the scales, smelling heavenly to whatever dragons happened to be around, including Toothless. He had to swallow his saliva too often to prevent it from seeping out from his mouth.

It wasn't long before most of the remaining villagers had gathered together around the bonfire, roasting their fish and chatting with each other. There were a few dragons that lay down behind them, acting as backrests to as many as ten Vikings – fifteen if there were children – in return for a fish being tossed their way.

The Night Fury crept from the shadows behind a pale green Nightmare, edging towards the fire in hopes of getting a cooked fish like the other dragons. Hiccup hadn't shared the cooked fish with him after their first actually successful flight, and he was curious to see what it tasted like. Having the fire he did didn't really leave much fish for eating.

He settled in next to Ephos and Dophos, and to his surprise, he was quickly joined by a whole troupe of children, clamouring away from the sides of other dragons to go to him. He recognized the bushy red hair of Fox, the willowy frame of Snowhare, and the bare pattering feet of Goldfin. There were many other children, like one very small boy with unruly black hair and strangely large eyes.

The children darted under his wing and against his side, trusting the Night Fury fully. Toothless nervously shifted to lie on his side, careful not to crush any children under his weight, and pulled his wing back as not to knock any of their heads.

Several adult Vikings laughed at the Night Fury's bewilderment at the situation.

"I told ya, Gustav, he ain't hurting us," Fox stated, pulling her knees up to her chest, then tearing into the fish she held with her teeth. The juices from the food dribbled down her chin, only to be wiped away by the sleeve of her shirt, "You never believe me."

The black haired boy snorted in disdain, "Because your tales are taller than mountains!"

"Poop head."

"Laundry girl."

Fox scowled and left the verbal insults to lie, but the Night Fury was sure that she was continuing to make wretched names for him in her mind as she tellingly bit into her fish with new ferocity. She obviously didn't like having her gender linked with that word, whatever it meant.

The other children, not as close to his head, where marveling in his ebony scales that varied in likeness from fine leather to polished stone, rather than rough like a Nightmare's or slick like a Nadder's.

That's when Goldfin snuck her way around Toothless – he never heard her coming – holding a roasted trout by the lip. She placed herself right between his front legs, then offered the trout to Toothless, holding it up in front of his nose, so that its cooked eyes stared at him blankly. "You gonna eat the fish or what?"

Toothless tilted his head and took it in his mouth, then proceeded to swallow it whole.

He savoured it, but he agreed with himself after careful speculation that he preferred his fish raw, and wriggling, if he could get it that way. Having his fish cooked left an odd taste on the wrong parts of his tongue, it wasn't an unpleasant taste, one he could possible get used to, but he wouldn't eat it if he could choose not to.

Toothless accepted the strokes under his jaw from Goldfin, but kept an eye on the pups that had begun to crawl over him, he growled softly deep in his chest if one misplaced his or her hand on his neck bandages or on any other sensitive part that resided on his back, like the soft bits of flesh that allowed his back crest to sway before they themselves become able to bend, which had occurred two years past, but the soft fleshed remained to this day, and would stay with him for the rest of his life.

The children heeded his precautions, but started to play a game where they would roll off his back and down his wing like water and onto the ground. They kept up this game until their faces were smeared with dirt and they hungered again for the fish they had abandoned, also because Terrors were starting to fly off with said fish.

The children ran after the Terrors, giggling like maniacs as they reached upwards for the dangling tails of the dragons. The pests eventually landed on the children's shoulders, volunteering their stolen fish to share with the original owners. Most were declined, except for Fox, who took a generous bite out of the side of the fish just to make the girl next to her cringe in disgust.

"Tastes like chicken!" She exclaimed, spittle flying from her lips and landing on the other girl's face. She wiped her mouth on her sleeve, which was still damp from the last time, then grinned.

Toothless chirred at her blunt actions towards that girl, and Ephos and Dophos clicked humorously. "She's a good one, if she wasn't so young,"

"And if we weren't so fond of those twins, we'd take her for a rider." Ephos replied, tilting his head from where it lay, overlapping with the neck that belonged to Dophos. "You think they'll come back sometime soon?"

"They only just left today," Toothless replied skeptically, "I don't think they'll be back for another week with the damaged fleet, even with the others helping them along, they can't drag a crippled fleet behind them."

"What if we took some more of us to the island after them. What if –"

"- We helped them along? Two dragons to a ship, to take shifts. It won't take long, I swear, the Nest is only a couple hours flight from here, you know that, if a whole bunch of dragons go, the repairs will be finished much quicker, and the Vikings will return home…"

Toothless jolted, careful of young girl between his front legs, who was picking around the bones of the fish. "Please don't leave me alone here. _Please_, I don't think my heart can take much more of this. One surprise after another. Nótt, it'll kill me soon if it doesn't stop."

"You won't be alone," Dophos said, "There's that Gothi woman, the one that hit Ephos over the head with her staff when we came to get you."

"Well, she's not one you would count as pleasant company," Toothless snorted.

"Perhaps you two will warm up to each other," Ephos smirked, "I've lost all hope of doing any bonding time with her, you might as well fill in for us in our proposed absence."

"Ephos and Dophos, I swear, this is my only request – please don't leave me here alone." The Night Fury pleaded again.

"We're leaving. We've decided." Dophos stated.

"You can't stop us now. I want to see our humans." Ephos nodded.

"Gods help me," Toothless sighed in exasperation. If wasn't as if he could _fly_ after them and stop them from going anywhere. He resigned, "Take as many as you need, I suppose, whoever wants to accompany you, may."

"We weren't-"

"-asking for your permission, we were going anyway."

Toothless flicked his ears in irritation. Why did he bother? The Zippleback had it's own agenda and they would most likely keep it, despite what he said, because they _knew_ he couldn't fly after them. When Hookfang saw this bastard, Toothless hoped he delivered on his promises of ripping the Zippleback to shreds. He knew the Nightmare didn't really intend on killing the Zippleback, but it would satisfy him to know that he would at least frighten the Zippleback out of their hide.

"We'll leave in the morning, I think," Dophos stated, "First light, they probably are halfway to the Nest by now, if our group leaves then, we'll meet them at the nest, or close."

"I do believe that you should wait for them, if you reach there first," Toothless suggested, "The Vikings still will be jittery, and they're the warriors, so have the assuring presence with you before you descend on the beach with a dozen other dragons."

"You make an excellent point."

"That of which we shall take into consideration," Ephos finished for the other head.

That was when the mother of Goldfin came to take away her child, whom Toothless didn't even realize had fallen asleep in his hold. Toothless lifted his head up so that Mrs. Thorston could scoop up her child in her arms, then walk away with her, gently rocking Goldfin as she left.

"You can leave tomorrow morning," Toothless said to the Zippleback, looking after the woman, "But get some sleep. We all need it."

* * *

><p><strong>Hi guys! Just to let you know, due to exams, I'm going to be taking a three week break (much this past one, but purposely), but I will be returning on this story's first year anniversary, February 9, with a refurbished (slightly more depressinginteresting) chapter known to my long-time followers as 'the View from Tempest'. Please, please, please don't skip over it! I've not only refurbished it but I added some things that cannot be missed! **


	27. The View From Tempest

***Throws confetti over the crowd* Happy Anniversary! **

**I'd love to thank each and every one of you, my followers, my reviewers, my PM conversationalists, and the people in the background who are along for the ride! You've all tolerated my grammatical errors, my inefficiency at writing, and my evolving writing style, and now we're here.**

**So have this chapter of knowing things Toothless doesn't, special thanks to Revahun for editing.**

* * *

><p>Tempest curled up underneath the overhang of her perch. It was a miserable little nook that was situated on the black cliffs over a section of the ocean that harboured no fish, because the water chopped and smashed against jagged rocks.<p>

She had come here to escape the rest of the Night Furies that she shared her peak with, to escape the stares, and to escape from reality. It was easier to pretend she had a choice; the inevitable would come eventually, being told to stay on the Black Cliffs permanently.

When the whole island learned of the attack on the Gronkle nests, they sought out Torok and Aranon, only to find Torok in the Crystal Caves. Alone. The leader had sorrowfully told them that his Second had abandoned them in their hour of need, fleeing when he had heard of their fate as predicted by Frost.

The whispers had started not moments afterwards, glances had been cast Tempest's way, they whispered to each other when they thought her not hearing. 'Poor child.', 'That Tempest is in for trouble, I hear.', 'Hears one bad prediction and takes off, coward.' Everyone then knew of Frost's prediction, and while most were unfazed, but there were some who considered taking Aranon's path of safety.

All had stayed.

Tempest had been heartbroken. Aranon had told her that he would be coming back, and for the longest time, she had defended him against those who spoke against him, but at some point she didn't recall, she just remained silent and had allowed their insults to hit her back. It wasn't their fault, she had reasoned, nobody knew where he had gone. But that was what discouraged her the most. While he had promised her that he would come back at any cost, he never said when he would come back. It could've been a week or a decade.

Tempest covered her head with her wing to deflect the steady drizzle of nitre laden water. Her once dazzling pearlescent markings were now grey and subdued.

She remembered too clearly how Torok had sought her out.

She had been at her nest, trying to sleep as the moon was reaching its peak in the sky. The family that had once lived on the ledge with her and Aranon had left for a place higher up the mountain, and had been replaced by a close relation, Willeck Nightstar and her family. Willeck was Aranon's sister, and also believed that Aranon would return. Everybody on the ledge was settling down to sleep when Torok had come.

He had given a brief greeting to his sister, then had begun to talk to Tempest by herself. She had refused him when he tried to wrap his wings around her and share her breaths. He grew angry at her and scattered her nest, driving her from the ledge.

So she spent her days here, nobody spoke behind her back, no rebelling pups bothered stealing the fish she worked so hard to catch, nobody tried to make her break her commitment to Aranon.

Tempest lifted her head, removing her cover in order to look out over the black ocean. The sun didn't touch here, nor did the moon.

Out on the horizon, the female saw painted swirls of acid yellow, beating frantically up and down on the marked wings of a Sentry.

The call came before the Sentry over the raging water, "Gods hjálpa okkur öllum , við munum vera dauður eftir morgni!" _Gods help us all, we'll be dead by morning! _"Menn!" _Humans!_

Tempest jerked her head in astonishment, her heart seizing in her chest. Surely not. Frost's prediction had come true – the humans were coming.

The Sentry never made it back to the isle. A claw-like wave rose from the thrashing ocean, pulling the low flying dragon under, drowning out the Night Fury's mourning screeches with a mighty blow. Tempest was in shock for a few moments – it was unconceivable to her that a Night Fury would be so careless as to be pulled under the waves like a Gronkle. "I must warn them." Tempest whispered to herself, who else would? She jetted off her ledge, pumping her wings furiously to avoid being smashed back against the cliffs. Tempest rose above them, then, faster than lightning, flew towards the Crystal Caves and Torok.

* * *

><p>Tempest crashed onto the beach, clumsily driving herself into the pebbles at the feet of Torok. A cry of indignation rose from the surrounding Night Furies, the council and others that happened to be on the beach. But Torok fixed her with his steady emerald gaze, "Tempest, what in Hel's name are you doing here?" His voice was a patronizing monotone, purposefully letting her know she was worth nothing to him.<p>

"Frost's prediction... it's happening... the Sentry went down just off the Black Cliffs." Tempest had just started to pull herself up when Torok pinned her backwards on the cobble beach. She cried out in alarm and pain, her wings were folded all the wrong ways. If he pushed too hard, they would break.

"What?" He hissed venomously, threatening to push harder on her chest.

"The humans – they're coming." She squeaked in a small voice. He swatted her off to the side, then began pacing back and forth, the other Night Furies present only watched in horror at the treatment of the young female – females were treated with reverence, no matter their social status.

But Torok paid them little heed, his mind was working furiously. "Start the evacuation, have everyone regroup on the wing on their way to the Northern Colony."

"Torok," Kopin stepped forward, "We won't leave just because some humans are moving their ships past us. It could be harmless."

The leader ignored him, "Make sure this island is clear of anything useful to the humans." Torok snarled, catching Tempest as she tried to slink away. He pinned her down on her back again. At least her wings weren't folded the wrong way this time. "Don't think this will get you in anybody's good graces, bitch. Especially mine." Tempest glared at him defiantly, but made no move against him.

Kopin dismissed the rest of the dragons, who turned and fled to spread the word of retreat. "Torok, let her go." Torok did not stand down. "Torok, I'm serious. Let. Her. Go."

Torok snarled, then pounced off of Tempest's chest. He swept his tail behind him, then called ahead of himself, "Bairn, make sure no one is left behind!" He was responded to by an affirmative call.

Kopin was by Tempest's side as soon as Torok was out of sight, "You alright?" he helped her stand on her unsteady feet.

She gave a noncommittal laugh, it was shaky, but she hoped he didn't notice, "Never better." He gave her a look. "Fine! I want to rip his skin from his skull! I want to burn him alive in Changewing acid!"

"Sounds accurate," Kopin said, a small smile twitching at his mouth. "Torok used to be my best friend – but he's been acting volatile - more than usual, anyway. Do you know why?"

"I haven't the faintest idea," She replied, watching several Night Furies lift from the nearest nests. There were no pups this time of year, just near-yearlings and adults.

"It's Aranon."

"What?" She wasn't too sure how Aranon was connected to Torok becoming hot blooded.

"I don't think that Aranon fled from cowardice – it's very unlikely that would happen. He never struck me as a coward. Either he put up a very good brave front when leading the phalanxes, or Torok was lying."

Lying? Could Torok have lied to make Aranon an outcast without reason? If so, it was pretty convincing.

Kopin saw her hesitation, "Think, Tempest. Torok got rid of Aranon because he was a threat. Aranon could have, at any time, challenged Torok for leadership. And he wouldn't be alone. He had the Warshades, he was on good terms with the majority of the colony. Tempest, if Aranon so much as mentioned that he wanted the leadership, Torok would have to step down automatically if he wanted to stay alive. Think about how frightening that would be for Torok – all he has is his leadership. The prediction from Frost was like a godsend for him. He had a viable reason to send Aranon off – and in the time Aranon was away, Torok could eat away at those loyal to his brother."

Tempest threw a side glance for anyone listening, "What are you saying, Kopin? You're making it sound as if he planned for the humans to come like this."

"No – but he knows that the council is too proud to budge from this island without reason. They'd rather die than leave their seats in the Crystal Caves. He's going to play that to his advantage in this situation. Look, Tempest, Torok had a meagre grip on power when Aranon was here, now he wants those loyal to Aranon gone, eliminated, to ruin Aranon's chances of taking his position when he returns." Kopin sighed heavily, as if the knowledge weighed heavily on him.

Tempest shook her head incredulously, "Aranon would never want that, he was content with Second."

"That's not what Torok thinks. Just… be careful, Tempest, I fear for you."

"Why would Torok want to hurt me?" Tempest hissed, this quiet conversation was growing long, and other dragons were beginning to give them odd looks.

Torok returned before Kopin could work up an answer, "May I speak with you Tempest?" He didn't wait for her response. The male guided her with his wing towards the Crystal Caves. She had no choice but to follow, no matter how tensely and short her steps were.

Once they had entered the glowing caves, Torok looked at her, "I should have asked you this long before now, but, did Aranon say anything during his goodbye to you?"

Tempest held herself warily, "There are no questions I haven't been asked before, everyone knows…"

"Tell me!" He barked. Tempest flinched, heart beating hard at the sight of Torok's bared teeth and fierce expression. He was truly frightening with his size against hers. Normal males were larger than females either way, but Torok was exceptionally large, and made her feel like a yearling.

She stuttered to start, having a hard time collecting herself. "Tha-that the mission he was embarking on was dangerous, but he promised his return. On the moon and the stars and everything between."

Torok seemed to think intensely for a moment, then spoke with a raspy voice, "Tempest, I've ordered the phalanx to stay behind and try to defend the isle while the rest evacuate." Tempest nodded, the Twenty-Third Phalanx was the Warshades, and elite group of fighters and an obvious choice for the defense of their home. But due to her recent conversation with Kopin, she believed there was a different motive to this decision – the Warshades were loyal to the death to their Warhawk leader, past and present, who was, in this case, Aranon. Destroy all ties. Torok continued, "Some non-warriors volunteered to stay behind also, and you will be joining them."

Tempest was taken aback. Kopin was right; Torok was truly trying to sever all ties.

"We will return now." Torok said smoothly, leading her from the blinding light of the caves to the dull cloudy outside.

Dozens upon dozens of Night Furies were waiting for them, watching intently.

The recently instated Warhawk, Corona, stepped forward. Her tangerine dappled wings glowed in the early morning sun, "We respond to you, our leader, and their hearts to the Warhawk." She was clearly not speaking of herself. Her statements were screaming her allegiance to Aranon without saying enough to incriminate her. Corona's eye met Tempest's for just a second, a spark of their friendship still showed under her defiance. Corona turned to her phalanx, "What are we?!"

A male in the back responded, "We are the Warshades!"

"Certa, o Tenebris!" The rest roared in unison. Fight, oh Shadows. The civilians in the crowd stumbled with the war cry.

Torok realized the obscene number of the nonmilitants, "I cannot allow so many non-warriors to stay."

"Would their ancestors have fled?" Corona replied, her expression stony. "We are this island's phalanx, and I the Warhawk, and I order that we to stay to fight, and we shall. And they shall, for their livelihoods!"

Torok grit his teeth at that statement. Tempest and Kopin cringed – did Corona not know that by saying that, she was sealing the entire phalanx's fate? By now, it didn't matter if the council was too comfortable on their seats, nobody would listen to them if the higher military power said otherwise. Tempest continued to watch only a small amount Night Furies lift off. "Not many are leaving now, are they?" She asked Kopin in a whisper.

He shook his head, "No. Many who were born in this land would rather die here than a place unknown."

A young female with faint yellow spirals crowning her head landed, "Warhawk, the ships have entered the bay!" Black heads whipped to look out on the bay, and their only response from the sea was a boulder, hurtling towards them. It crashed into the cobble beach, inches from Torok's nose.

* * *

><p>The humans truly did crash on the shores like waves, but they extended past that and stormed up the beach and onto the ledges on the low part of the mountain. Their contraptions had been wheeled into the beach in overwhelming numbers, the humans that accompanied them outnumbered the stones they stood on.<p>

The Night Furies were losing. Badly.

The rest of the colony was long gone, their forms were no longer gracing the horizon, but much of the Warshade Phalanx was depleted, either thrown into the sea by bolas and drowned or crushed by catapulted boulders hitting their wings and backs. Quite a few of the less experienced fighters had been caught by reaching iron teeth held in the humans' hands, or had their wings punctured by well-thrown spears. Tempest had witnessed many falling to white feathered spears that could be shot from a bow, their hides pierced by the sharpened metal tips, buried in their chests, wings, even their necks.

Out of the many that had stayed to fight, only a dozen remained in the sky, fighting. The valiant cries of the Warshades had lessened as the defense had worn on, either silenced or just from having no confidence left for a victory.

The forest to their backs burned high, feeding off of the pine sap and drying undergrowth. The deer and other game had perished in the flames, being trapped by the cliffs and the fighting on the beach.

Corona flew up beside Tempest when the battle was nearing its fifth hour, tossing a human she held to the ground far below. The man screamed as he fell to the beach. "We shouldn't have stayed this long!" they dodged a boulder catapulted at them, "We have tempted fate by not heeding Frost's words!"

They _were_ fools.

"We must go down, we can't fight them from here." Tempest replied breathlessly, shielding herself with a wing against a small bola thrown her way, knocking the contraption aside, "I'm nearly out of shots."

Tempest darted down in a giant black and silver dart, just as she leveled out, the she-dragon shot a plasma blast across the beach, knocking down one of the several catapults the humans had erected on the beach in a ragged line. Tempest shot back up, flaring her wings to ride on the wind.

She was out of shots now. The only thing she was able to do was to try to dodge their contraptions and to snatch the humans from the ground and drop them to the rocks below. Tempest scanned the ground for any unprotected humans she could easily snag, and when she saw one, she dove.

Tempest had her eyes one that was manning a catapult, but just as she was about to snatch him up when another raised his arm and attempted to slash at her tail with the iron fang it held. She narrowly missed him when she swooped up. Tempest gave an ear shattering cry as she rose once again over the battlefield, frustrated at her wasted effort.

She set her eyes on a new target, prepped herself to dive, then – her breath was knocked from her lungs as something, more of _someone_, crashed into her side.

She hurtled towards the earth, then suddenly was jerked up by her left wing. Lightning shot up her back painfully, and she cried out in vehemence at Torok, who then dug his claws deeper into the flesh of her joint. "Torok! Let go of me!"

"Aranon was a fool to leave you here!" Torok bellowed, but to Tempest's chagrin, attracted no attention from the battling Night Furies. A feral glint lit his eyes as he needled his talons deeper into the joint of her wing.

Tempest hissed in disbelief, frantically pumping her right wing to relieve the pressure on her other wing, "Torok, release me!"

Torok didn't answer her, but flipped himself over her, folding his wings in. He gripped her wing viciously, and moved his jaw to Tempest's neck, although she protected it fiercely, the effort was futile. His jaws clamped over her neck, his teeth piercing her hide and into her flesh. Tempest kicked at his belly with her lower legs, but his vice-like jaw strength locked him to her, and any resistance was met by him wrenching his head to the side with a deadly snarl and her shrieking for him to stop.

They plummeted to the beach; Tempest screamed as Torok's weight drove her into the pebbles, she threw her free wing out to protect herself. The impact caused the rocks to spray like water, leaving the female in a crater of wet pebbles and black clay. "Torok, why?" She coughed, desperately trying to get a steady breath.

She flung out a desperate kick at his belly with her hind feet. It caught him unexpected, and he was tossed to the side of the pit, though it was a weak throw, and it hardly scratched him. He launched himself off the side of the pit and tackled her.

They grappled with their claws while Torok trying his hardest to bite at her neck, and Tempest was hardly holding him off. "You know too much. You and Kopin and those idiotic Warshades are planning on killing me! I see how you whisper-" He took a swipe at her head, hitting her jaw and rolling her off her back and onto her belly from the force. "And how you look at me, like_ I'm_ evil? My _friends_ think I'm evil?"

"We _are_ your friends, we were never against you-"

"Shut up!" He tried to swat her again, but she rolled out of the way, narrowly missing his claws. She tried to leap back up and bowl him over to get the advantage, but his foreleg caught her at the chest and knocked her down. "Accept your defeat, you can't keep fighting me."

Tempest growled fiercely at him, her swipe to his head missed its mark, but it certainly threw him for a loop. He stamped down on her chest, crushing the breath from her lungs. He tilted his head at her, "You _are_ weak." And with that, he lifted off, leaving her in the pit.

Tempest choked on the air that flooded back into her lungs, her legs curled up against her chest and belly in pain.

She settled into a still position, trying to fake dead, but she couldn't help but hiss when blood from her fallen kin mixed with the blood of the humans slipped between the rocks and trickled into her eyes. She squeezed her lids shut. She couldn't leave the pit without being killed – her wing was far too injured to lift her, and if she tried to run on the battlefield any human could easily cleave her head off.

Tempest didn't know how long she lay there, listening to the screams and cries of her people being slaughtered. A male, a near-yearling, was shot down from overhead, and he fell into Tempest's crater. She recognized him as a pup she was close to. Heldane. His now cold, lifeless body lay over hers, his amber eyes open, the horror of this death frozen forever in his lifeless pupils.

He must have stayed behind despite his mother's pleas, maybe to fight alongside his father, maybe his brother or sister? He would never love again, and never see the light of the moon again. Tempest keened quietly for him, mourning for his friend, Abernea. If she wasn't by his side now it meant that she was dead also.

Then and there, Tempest wished that she had gone with Aranon, coward or not.

* * *

><p>Tempest felt the weight of the dead near-yearling being shifted from her hurting form. A small, wet nose nudged her, accompanied by a high pitched whine. It was a wolfhound, nudging her head with its own. "I am so sorry for this, Thor Child." The dog whined apologetically.<p>

"Oi, Krankr! We go' a live one!' a human hollered, "Shoo, lookie those wings."

"Stop ogling the dragon, ye dimwit." Another voice responded from farther away, "Ho, fellas! Ge' a rope an' halter, there be a live one there yonder by Skilit!"

Tempest didn't even try to move, how far could she get in her weakened, injured state? Not very far at all, perhaps trying to get away would make it worse.

Somebody grabbed her tail with his rough hand, then looped a coarse rope over her tail fins in a noose. "An' heave!" Tempest was pulled from the crater, tail first, her wings dragged behind her heavily on the rocks until she was at the lip of the pit.

One of the humans peeled open her eye with this thumb, he had a smooth brown beard and an odd hat, shaped and finned like a squid. "It's a she," a man confirmed, close to Tempest's tail. Another man's rough hands were running down her legs and opening the flaps at the base of her tail experimentally. She was too weak to try to hit him, a dragon's body is her temple, they were desecrating that, poking and prodding her the way they were. She whined, trying to shift away.

Another man sidled a thick rope halter over Tempest's head and tied it behind her ear plates, prohibiting any jaw movement on her part.

"Ge' 'er on one of the ships. Boss would like to see 'er."

Tempest was forced into a weak stand, four humans clasped her wings closed with muscled arms, and two guided her down their path by the rope halter, jamming their hands under the ropes and over parts of her eyes. Any resistance was met with a harsh voice and a solid push on her flank. "Keep moving, ye Helspawn."

They reached the water were the boats were perched like beached whales, triangular blue sails stark against the sky, but the men continued to walk Tempest into the frigid water until it lapped her belly. She jerked her head up, trying to take a step back, but the humans forced her forwards. Tempest splayed her legs awkwardly in attempt to slow their progress through the water, the unforgiving cold bit at her legs through her hide. The water splashed against the side of her neck at some points, and made her wince as the salt water penetrated the punctures in her neck left from Torok's teeth.

Because of the hands that were shoved beside her eyes and holding her head up, she had to be careful of where she was stepping, so naturally, she would test her footing to be aware of any sharp rocks or other hazardous material, but the humans were intents on pushing her flanks when she couldn't move at their speed. Eager not to be touched more than necessary, Tempest took a long stride forward into the water, but then stumbled and fell forward when her forefoot caught on a rock and sliced the top of her foot open when it ran over a broken shell.

The men that she pulled into the water with her tugged her up and cursed angrily, one clubbed her in the side of the head, making her yelp like a pup. The salt water attacked her wound, but they were in too deep for her to raise it out of the water. "Stupid bitch," he growled, "she cut herself."

"Won't lower her price though," one, who was gripping her tail, cackled.

"Let's just get her out of the water before something big comes to eat us."

The humans to her right caught something that was dropped down to them from the boat, a large square of metal link net, attached to the boat's rigging by two black iron chains. They slipped the cold metal under Tempest's chest, looping it around her and throwing the other two chains back to the awaiting men on the boat.

The dragon's quiet whines turned to an astonished yelp when the humans hoisted her up onto the deck by the chain net, dragging her over the lip of the rail and dragging her over the deck. Tempest allowed the men to remove the horrible, biting chain without her struggle, but quickly resumed when they tried to push her below deck through the circular hatch, all the while, her foot was bleeding profusely, splattering across the deck and beading on the metal.

When they finally did get her below deck, Tempest wished that she had struggled harder. The hold smelled of tar and rotting fish that stuffed up her nasal passages, forcing her to breathe through her mouth.

An iron cage waited at the back of the hold, a line of metal bars cutting through the room like an invincible spider web. She growled with indignation, then hopped awkwardly over the edge of the cage door, holding her wounded foreleg up to her chest. A human with a hunched over back slammed the door shut behind her, narrowly missing her tail.

She hissed a half-hearted warning, but then collapsed on the floor in a curled heap of hurt. The journey from the crater had exhausted her, atop the fatigue from the battle that morning. She pressed her tongue to where her foot was bleeding, it wasn't a huge cut, but it was deep enough that it would scar silver, and cause her to limp if it didn't heal properly.

Despite her attempts to keep awake in the horrible place, her mutinous eyes dropped closed in a heavy sleep.

* * *

><p>Tempest awoke to the pitching of the ship on rough waves and to human conversation.<p>

"She be the easiest dragon yet, sir. She's weak and her spirit's broken already. Practically walked intae the cage on 'er own accord."

"Good. You say she's docile?"

"Yes, sir."

"Even better, let me pass." The owner of the voice came closer, a man, carrying an air of authority about him. Tempest didn't indulge herself by looking at him.

The man entered the cage, placing a hand on Tempest's lower back and slowly moved his fingers up her back in a possessive stroke. Tempest shivered in revulsion. The man's low, smooth voice lifted in surprise. "Docile as a house cat. Good work, Hastr." The man said, then slipped his hand under the halter ropes that were strapped over Tempest's head, forcing her to look into his dark brown eyes, "How much do you think she'll go for in Rome?" He asked the other man, "Perhaps one of the Praetor's stupid wives might want a pet dragon, I'd love to see that." He tilted Tempest's head, inspecting the angles of her jaw and taking her ears between his fingers and rubbing the scales thoughtfully, "She's awfully pretty for a dragon, isn't she? Those eyes are so weirdly beautiful, such a light blue, they're almost white."

"Yes, sir."

Tempest whined quietly, trying to wriggle away, wishing that he'd stop touching her in such intrusive ways. She didn't know if he had sympathy, but if he did, then perhaps he would leave her be to her pain.

"Hastr, bandage her neck. It looks like she had a nasty run in with her own kind, I don't want it getting infected before we can sell her off."

"Yes, sir."

* * *

><p>If each fish they fed her was a day, Tempest had been in the hull of the ship for just over seven days. He wings were cramped, her vision was growing dull, and she hadn't seen the light of day since she had been forced into the confines of the cage. The brown eyed man would come every few days himself to see her, and would repeatedly inspect her, as if he could hardly believe that she was there, in his ship. He'd also made sure that his men would change the strips of cloth on her neck. He would talk to her, telling her that she was going to go far and win him money – whatever that was.<p>

They had crafted for her an odd disk thing which was placed inside her mouth. It was curved to fit tight against the roof of her mouth. She could swallow her saliva, but she found it impossible to spark any fire. It had been a welcome change from the halter, even though it was still uncomfortable.

It soon became apparent that the brown eyed man wasn't the leader of all the warriors that had invaded her home. Other companies of humans had joined in to get a share of whatever they had attacked for, and by the sound of the arguments above deck, they were angry for the amount of men they had lost. It was all the brown eyed man could do to keep their fleets together.

But the day came when the men came for her, tying a rope around her torso to pin her wings down, and dragging her through the door of the cage by the back of the straps they had tied around her head to hold the disk in place.

When she was pulled up onto the deck, she was attacked by all her different senses. The light from the cloudless sky and stark white glaciers stung her eyes, and she had to blink the spots from them. The cold of the air was tolerable, but the shock of it from being in the stuffy hull made her pant heavily. It smelled of fish, the place where the boat had stopped at, and was a flurry of activity and noise. Humans of all shapes and sizes were on the docks and the boat; all of them were doing something, but not always with exact purpose. Everything below was in shadow of a massive mountain of wood, looking like an enormous tree with open holes, bare branches, and glinting metal leaves. It must be where the humans nested.

All the sights and sounds startled her, but when she threw her head up, it was immediately jerked back down to where the humans could hold it firmly. Tempest was led off the ship, down the ramp, across the docks, and onto the rocky foundation of their giant tree nest.

A man strode up to their grouping around Tempest, a wizened little thing with a squint. "Eret, my son," he said in a strangely clear voice. "It is good to see the fleet back in port," he leaned around the brown eyed man to get a better look at Tempest. She lifted her lip to expose her teeth, and he straightened himself, "But only with one live dragon?"

The brown eyed man raised his eyebrow. _Eret._ Tempest thought. _What an odd name._

Eret spoke to the man, his apparent father. "One Night Fury is worth all the other dragons we have combined."

"Of course," The man replied, clapping his son on the shoulder, "It's not any trapper who can capture a Night Fury, much less kill them, eh?" Eret gave a weak smile to his elder. "You best be getting her in the cages, if I know the other trapping companies, they'll want to take her as part of their share."

From the corner of her eye, Tempest could see sheets of black, layered one over another, most having colours imprinted on them. They weren't stiff, but pliable and easily flexing as the bundles they were corded in where thrown into a wagon from another ship from the fleet. Tempest's stomach jerked in revulsion when she recognized them.

The hides of Night Furies.

* * *

><p>She was led to a clearing, the ground covered with odd webs of metal over holes, and others into holes carved into the side of the stone base of the tree. All of them were filled with dragons. All species and colours that were more than she could imagine.<p>

Tempest soon learned that a hole in the wall was her destination when she was unceremoniously dragged inside the space. The rope around her torso was cut, but the plate left inside her mouth, then the metal door was slammed closed. The she-dragon flinched at the crashing noise it created when it met the rock.

Her heart was pumping like a rabbit's, she felt stretched and panicked.

They had butchered her colony for their hides, cutting their images from their flesh to accomplish what end? Without any way of recognizing the bodies, how would the families of the lost perform the rights of death, and send them to their rightful place among the stars? She swallowed the bile that tried to rise up her throat, choking the stinging acid back down. _Would they kill me for my hide? Will the brown eyed man change his mind on 'selling' me and just kill me?_

Tempest started to curl in on herself, dropping to the ground in a heap. She wasn't even aware that a thin keen was escaping from her throat until it deepened into a quivering whine. Everything hurt. Her wings, her tail, her head, it just all felt unbearable.

"Oh, hatchling's keening, poor thing." There was a very sarcastic snarl coming from somewhere. When she looked for the source, she saw that it was a Snafflefang in the cage across from her. "I suppose we better all feel bad for her."

"Seconding that." Another came, from one of the pits this time, and just as sarcastic as the Snafflefang.

Tempest snarled at them, "You're right, you better keep what sympathy you have to yourselves, you don't have much."

"Ooh, she bites," the dragon in the pit chirred, "I thought Night Furies were supposed to be polite." There was a lot of chirring from some of the other pits.

"Leave me to my misery," Tempest spat, "I deserve it."

"I bet you do."

"Respect her pain, fool." A dragon defended, feminine, but firm, coming from the cage beside her. It sounded very regal, and her distinct vocals marked her as a Hobblegrunt. "We all had to listen to your sniveling when they dragged you in." Tempest waited for her defender to speak to her, but the Hobblegrunt never spoke to her.

The she-dragon dropped her head back to the ground, curling her tail up, tucking it behind her ears, and cradling her head with her tailfins.

_You are home, Tempest. You are back in your nest with Aranon, he brought you a nice fish, the type that fills you up and makes you sleepy. You're lying with him, talking about the stars, guessing what the name of the soul that made them. It's his tail wrapped around your head, he's the solidness at your back. Your stubborn, toothless mate._

The stone was so cold…


	28. Dragonscale Cliffs

**Hey guys! I'm sorry for the wait, but my (attempt) of updating every two weeks will be pretty firm unless something comes up. But it's good to know that you guys like my story.**

**Thank you all for such great reviews! Write as many as you like, I won't be bothered!**

* * *

><p>After Ephos and Dophos left, it was dull. Six days of silent vigil over his pup's bedside wasn't something to shout over the hills in excitement for.<p>

Life fell into a rhythm for the Vikings, going about their daily business, like they probably always did, just making a few new changes to accommodate dragons in their life and work. Toothless would regularly see some Vikings paired with dragons, carrying logs for the mill or sacks of flour for the bakery. The dragons integrated into the village quite well, and the damage was kept down to the minimum, which was surprising to Toothless. Stormfly had broken a figurehead on her second day, and all the other dragons combined hadn't done anything as troublesome, despite the overabundance.

New dragons were still coming in; saying that word of peace between humans and dragons had reached as far as the Waterland islands within the small time between then and the demise of the Red Death. And while some had come to confirm the rumors, most came to share in the peace and live in the surrounding area, mostly on Berk, though.

With every new group that arrived at the island, there was Toothless's avid search for Celine, but she never appeared, each failure disheartened him more than the last, but he knew and held on that she was alive, and would come soon.

Between every search, though, he was in the Haddock hall, leaving instructing the new dragons to the others who had arrived in the first group. He couldn't take care of everything, especially with all these freelance dragons around, they had no respect for a dragon they knew little of, and he didn't command it from them, like he would have if they had come to the Crescent Isle. But he could spend time with his human.

It was one of these times that Toothless was in the Haddock hall, next to Hiccup's bedside. The boy was still pallid from blood loss, and looking thinner than usual, as he could only drink water or whatever thin broth Gothi could get the pup to swallow. His health hadn't improved much either, there was no sign from him of moving, much less waking, and it concerned the Night Fury. Hiccup couldn't be able to sleep much longer, or a lost foot would be the least of their worries.

The drake's head lay next to his human on the bed, since Gothi still threatened to hit him if any more of him made its way onto the wooden planks of the bed. Hiccup's hand was still limp and cold, but Toothless had it resting on his head.

It was morning, now, after a night of poor sleep, Toothless could feel every muscle in his body protesting against any ideas he had of trying to move, but that was because he was getting lazy, he wouldn't doubt it.

His inability to sleep without flashes of the Queen destroying the Crescent Isle was becoming what he supposed was a series of night terrors. It always ended in him not being able to help them, because Hiccup was still sleeping, and he was helpless to watch as his home was destroyed by fire. He would contemplate his nightmare during these times of quiet, so it made him jump when the door slammed open.

Stoick the Vast, chief of Berk, came through the door. Gobber followed close behind him, as did Astrid, Snotlout, and Spitelout, all wearing sombreness on their faces. Toothless moved back from the bed when they came around the hearth. The threatening presence of the chief was enough to make any creature feel small. He slunk into the shadows, watching the scene unfold.

Stoick asked Gothi first for her verdict, head hanging when Gobber translated the results. He probably already knew about the amputation from the others, and had time to accept it, but his expression still darkened when the blanket was lifted to show him the damage to his child.

The enormous man took this son's limp hand in his. "Leave us," he said, his voice low and gravelly.

Toothless begrudgingly followed the other out the door. Even Gothi was going. Giving the chief his space and time alone with his son was important, the drake knew, but it still worried to leave such an intimidating being with his pup, alone.

Toothless had to remind himself that Hiccup was Stoick's human child, not a Night Fury pup. The chief would take care of Hiccup, because humans took care of humans, and the most Toothless could to heal Hiccup was to spit on him, but only for injuries that were related to the lightning in the dragon's blood. It frustrated him.

He vented his frustrations on the defenseless patch of scraggly grass that was on the hill in front of the house, tearing it apart with his claws and ripping it out of the ground, the roots dragged up clumps of dark dirt with it, spraying his face with the loose earth. He growled for no apparent reason at the grass, then rolled away, onto his back.

The sky was characteristically dark and cloudy, so it wasn't overly interesting, just a monotone sheet of grey cloud across the expanse of sky. His head thumped to the side, showing him what the humans were up to. They were all close to the house, like he was, minding their own business, or at least trying to keep themselves busy with the excuse not to stray too far from the Haddock hall.

Gothi was nursing Astrid's wrist, rewrapping it with the bandages it had been covered with before, reinforcing it with a few pieces of kindling to make a splint. The old woman scratched something into the dirt for Astrid, and Gobber translated, telling the girl that she was being too harsh on her wrist, or it was going to be damaged beyond repair if she continued to abuse it. Snotlout was picking his teeth with his dagger, and Spitelout was inspecting his nails, scowling at them if he found something to his distaste, then biting at them with his canines.

The Night Fury lifted his lip in distaste at the human. It was gross, even to him, a dragon.

"Toothless, you look fine as I've always ever seen you."

The drake twisted to see Stormfly, who was accompanied by Izara. "Well, it's about time you two showed up, what happened? Did everything go smoothly?"

"Fishlegs finally named me," Izara stated proudly, "It took him forever to settle on 'Meatlug', I thought he would never make up his mind."

"Good to know," Toothless replied, "Anything else of the earthshattering quality?"

"Surprisingly, yes," Stormfly snickered, "We made pretty good progress, and had just made it to the beach when Barf and Belch trapezed-"

"I'm sorry, who?"

"Ephos and Dophos, respectively." Toothless nodded for her to continue. "They trapezed in there with their twenty – somwad dragons and flung us forward two days ahead of our schedule. Once everything was brought up to speed for the Vikings, we all set to work reassembling the bones of their fleet, what was left of it anyway. It went much faster than we expected."

"And where would Hookfang and Eph-Barf and Belch be?" Toothless tilted his head in askance.

Meatlug made a noncommittal grunt, "Hookfang said he'd postpone flaying the Zippleback until we got back here, he probably won't hold to it though." She chirred, "And their humans are getting in on it too, the twins, that is, not Snotlout, as you can see." They all looked over to Snotlout, who was still tending to his nails. When he sensed their gaze on him, he stopped and started to sit up straighter, keeping a wary eye on the Nadder, Gronkle, and Night Fury. "Anyway," Meatlug said in a singsong voice, "Everybody's back here, humans and dragons, more than before too."

"More?"

"A whole group was approaching from the south, several hundred, if my estimate is right," Stormfly put in, "They landed on the beaches by the docks, and are coming up the paths with the rest of the humans."

Toothless's ear flicked up like the rest of his body, "Would you two care to join me on a search?" He gathered himself up, shaking the dirt from his scales, "I'm going to look for my friend."

After they had set out from the Haddock hall, it took them only a few minutes to make his way to where the new dragons had congregated in a field that was just off the path from the secondary docks of the island. They were a huge flock, crimson reds, glittering aqua blues, and deep hues of orange to outnumber the colours of a fiery sunset. Nadders, Nightmares, a few Zipplebacks, and the odd Thunderpede all were crowded together on the field of tall grass.

"Celine?" Has anybody seen a Grapple Grounder?" He asked, shouldering his way through the colourful throng. A few smirked; some cast their gazes to the ground, but most just shook their heads.

A Nadder approached him; her scales were a gorgeous amethyst colour. "A Grounder left for the village not long ago, said she was looking for her Night fury, that being you, I'm guessing."

A huge burden dropped from Toothless's back that he wasn't even aware he had been carrying. Celine was alive, and she was looking for him. He hastily thanked the Nadder and bounded back to the village.

Meatlug had trouble keeping up with him, but he and Stormfly lagged only enough to allow her to keep pace with them. "So, Toothless, how do you know if this Celine of yours has good intentions for you when she finds you?"

Toothless huffed, "I don't think she does, honestly."

"Sounds like a nice friend you got there."

"I could have done better, come to think of it," He said, "But I'm glad to have her, or else I'd have gone mad in that cove." They reached a point that he recognised to be close to the Haddock Hall, and he stopped the two females behind him with a raised wing. They were in the alley between two houses on the main path of the town, just barely hidden by the buildings. "Don't move."

He could see her.

Celine was coiled like a snake in front of the house, eyes narrowed to mere slits. The Vikings eyed her nervously, and she viewed them with a dangerous demeanor. She must have found the first humans she could and stuck by them.

"Is that your Celine?" Stormfly asked, leaning forward to edge her head around the corner, then abruptly was pulled back by Toothless. "What?"

"You smell like me – she'll pounce on you and demand you tell her where I am." Toothless replied lowly, "She'll catch me before I could think of turning around."

"Oh."

"Yah, 'oh'. Let me go out first." The Night Fury crept out from the building they hid behind. "Celine… pleasant seeing you here."

Unfortunately, despite the fact that he was prepared, Celine saw him and leapt out of her coil before he could dodge out of the way. "Aranon Nightstar!" The Grapple Grounder tackled the Night Fury with brutal force, wiping the false smile from his face. "I thought you were dead!" I thought you had gone and done something stupid and gotten yourself killed!"

Toothless gasped for air, as his breath had been knocked out of him when Celine had slammed him to the ground on his back. "Well, I did do something incredibly stupid…"

"You're so infuriating!" Celine shrieked, taking a half-hearted swipe at his head, "You better apologize!"

"Please, Celine, forgive me," he replied in mock sincerity, "for saving the lives of everybody present."

"Don't ask my forgiveness." Celine shook her head, rearranging her feet and body, being cautious of the humans that were at her back. "Now get over here, I missed you, you idiotic drake." Celine tentatively wrapped her tail around his back, drawing closer and embracing him. "You are so, so stupid, know that?"

Toothless bowed his head against her neck, "So I've been told."

* * *

><p>It had taken a couple of hours and several baskets of fish to get Celine comfortable, or so she claimed, but once she was calmed down, she was laid out like a long rope over the hillside. Stormfly and Meatlug had settled in by them also, Fishlegs had come at some point, and was giving Meatlug scratches behind her ears.<p>

"Yes, I actually flew all the way home, to India, that wonderful place. If you'd believe it, I think it somehow managed to get worse while I was away." She snorted, "I met up with my brother and got hold of ten other Grounders, they all came here with me."

"You have a brother?"

"Royden is his name – oh, don't act so surprised! Grapple Grounders have large broods, you'll see soon enough in the Hatchling Time."

"Can't wait." Toothless muttered, already envisioning the terror of young Grapple Grounders – and even worse – Celine's young Grapple Grounders.

"What was that?"

"Nothing," he covered quickly, "So, you flew to the Mainland and back in… how long?"

"Don't know, don't really care, I just knew that I couldn't just wait around and do nothing – I had assumed that you were axed by that Astrid," she gestured to the girl behind her. Astrid didn't understand the conversation, being human, but she spread her hands out in a defensive questioning gesture. Celine snorted, "One can't really assume that I'd just let you have all the fun."

"One also can't really assume that I was having fun."

"I don't think so," she flicked his nose with her tail, gently, so that a light layer of dirt sprayed off, "Don't you think you're a little old to be playing in the dirt, Aranon?"

Stormfly chirred, "So much for the fierce Night Fury, unholy offspring of Lightning and Death itself. You're such a child, and you allow your friend to treat you as such." Toothless shot her a poisonous glare, which she ignored with a tipped chin. It didn't feel like the correct point in the conversation to inform her that the myths surrounding the origin of his species were largely exaggerated.

"She makes an excellent point," Meatlug said, leaning back into Fishlegs's scratching.

"He's surprisingly easy to persuade," Celine said, and Stormfly snorted in laughter. "A bit of a pushover, if a word had to be used."

"Shut up, Celine." Toothless growled.

"Look out, Celine," Stormfly purred, "You'll make the Lightning Rider angry, and he'll bring down the wrath of Thor upon you."

"Skrills redirect lightning, not ride it, and it's 'Child of Lightning', don't bother confusing me with those heathen monst-" Toothless narrowed his eyes as the Nadder and Grounder fell apart with laughter, "Oh, ha ha, you're both hilarious, you stupid she-dragons. Really, tricking me into calling myself a child, takes masters to do that. Gods, you're both insufferable."

"Well, I do feel rather accomplished," Stormfly said giddily, "Oh, lighten up, Toothless, it's just some harmless fun."

"He has a fragile ego, this one." Celine whispered, and Meatlug nodded.

"I don't have a fragile ego."

"Probably still very young."

"He said he was fifteen."

"So he's definitely young."

"I'm right here."

"Be quiet, child, we're ignoring you."

It was at that moment that there was a horrible screeching noise, followed by a Zippleback skidding past the houses on the path, followed by a flaming Nightmare. "Toothless!" Barf cried.

"Please don't let him kill us!" Belch yelped as they scrambled away from Hookfang, coming to hide behind Toothless and the she-dragons.

"Get back here, you disgusting creature!" Hookfang bellowed, his fire jacket dissolved as he snaked his way up the hill, but he was no less intimidating.

"Hookfang," Toothless said calmly, "Do you really think it's worth killing the Zippleback? Why get your claws bloody?" That seemed very logical direction to take the conversation to the Zippleback, who was nodding both heads vigorously. The Night Fury continued, "Besides, I don't think you want to verify the human's fears and kills something right on their chieftain's doorstep."

"Toothless, you make a fine point there, _very_ persuasive," Barf stated, hiding behind the Night Fury, while Belch was behind Celine. She was less than impressed at being used as a barrier of protection.

Hookfang snarled, trying to go around the group of dragons to reach Barf and Belch, but they continued to elude him. "This is outrageous! You all explicitly agreed that I could kill his moron when I saw fit!" This was new to Toothless, so it might have occurred during the last few days.

"But remember, it might not be in your best interests to kill them," Toothless tried to reason, "Think of how much you can patronize them if they're still alive. I don't think they'll care if they're dead."

"I still want our lives to be somewhat enjoyable, Toothless, keep that in mind while you bargain for it," Barf whispered.

The Nightmare snorted, thinking for a bit, then backed down, "There will be pain, Zippleback, make no mistake of that."

"I look forward to it." Belch said in a small voice.

The humans had been watching the whole affair with interest. Astrid had her hands on her knees, back straight as a pole. The two Jorgensons had looked up from their preening. Gothi watched intently, leaning on her staff, and Gobber scratched his chin. The twins had joined them rather than staying with their dragon, for obvious reasons. They plopped themselves next to Snotlout, both hugging theirs sides, breathing heavy from their sprint after the two dragons.

"So we're all good here?" Toothless growled, eyeing the Nightmare and the Zippleback.

"Yes." They replied in unison.

"Good."

"Good," Hookfang snorted. He retreated back a few steps, then laid himself down. He twisted his long neck and began to run his tongue over his back, replacing the saliva that he had burnt up during his pursuit of the Zippleback.

"Non-stop action here, it seems," Celine said dryly, "how did you stand if without us all, Aranon?"

"It's Toothless –" The Night Fury hissed, "And just so you are aware, it was very dull when it was just me."

"So you did miss me."

"Nótt damn it, Celine," Toothless groaned, "Of course I missed you. Happy?"

"Very."

Out of the corner of his eye, Toothless saw the humans leaving up the hill, up to the Great Hall. It was starting to darken on the horizon, so they must be heading to a dinner in the Hall, since their hearths had been cold for the past week.

"Oh my gods, how has the sun gotten so low so fast?" Celine exclaimed. She picked herself up hastily, "I have to get going!"

Toothless's ears pricked dup in curiosity, "Wherever to?"

"I told Royden I'd meet him and the others at Raven Point by nightfall," Celine said, adding a few choice curses to emphasize her point. "See you tomorrow, Aranon?"

"It's Toothless!"

"Whatever. Bye!" She grinned at him before taking off to Raven Point, her dark scales quickly disappearing. He huffed in exasperation. Celine was such a pigheaded she-dragon.

* * *

><p>They were all in the Ingerman Family barn on Meatlug's invitation, so the five of them were all piled in the straw. They were supposed to be sleeping in an empty barn, but since the humans weren't able to do anything about it, they had agreed to nestle in the warm straw together to ward off the cold night.<p>

He could feel his flanks being used as a headrest by Stormfly, and his paw was over one of the Zippleback's tails. It was surprisingly comforting, being this close to dragons he felt he could trust. The feel of other scales on his, the heat of blood, and the strength of muscles, it reminded him of his younger days.

"What now?" The question was raised by Belch, who had his head on Stormfly's back.

"Hmm?" Meatlug rumbled, coming back from the edge of sleep.

"What now?" He repeated, "The Queen is dead, everybody's safe, there is peace, but –"

Barf continued for him, "– what do you think we need to do now?"

Toothless thought for a moment before speaking. "I suppose we should just try to move on, and live as best we can. Our peace with the humans in a huge step forward, we just need to guide them and the other dragons in the correct direction."

"So we stay with the humans, I was already planning on doing that," Hookfang stated, "But guiding them might be an issue. They don't speak the Common Tongue, how could we possibly hope to communicate to them if they don't even know the most basic language?"

"We could be silent guidance," Meatlug suggested, "And give them little nudges in the right direction."

"I suppose that's what I was trying to get at there," Toothless said.

"And how do you think we'll be able to make all the others fall in on this?" Barf asked skeptically.

"We can't do everything for the humans; we'll let them go by trial and error." Stormfly said, catching on. "A hatchling cannot learn if everything is done for it. Let the Vikings learn as they go, and we'll guide them along on their endeavours."

The rest of the dragons agreed, slowly dropping off to sleep in succession.

* * *

><p>"Get off of me, Zippleback," Hookfang snarled.<p>

"Odin in a tree, you are irritable when you're waking up," Barf noted brightly.

Belch snorted, "Give him time, he gets more murderous as he progresses."

Toothless buried his head in the straw, groaning. "Is there no peace in the morning for you three?"

"Nope," Stormfly replied quietly, eyes still sealed shut, her head still on his flanks. "You should have heard them in the arena cages." Meatlug grunted in agreement.

The Night Fury tucked his legs in to his chest, rolling over to his side with a huff. "Mornings are evil, as are all of you."

"You'd think that our rambling was trivial, Toothless," Stormfly said. She pulled up her head, resting it back like a bird. "You took down the Queen."

"This crap I have to endure now, I won't remember, but I will keep the fact that you all are annoying to high Valhalla."

"We're working off the insanity." Belch said, "In a week and we'll be back to our old selves." It sounded all well at first, but then again, he had never known them as their sane selves, and he wasn't sure if those would be much better than what he had to deal with now.

It took the five of them a while to work off their sleepiness and irritability, but eventually, they managed to drag themselves from the straw and out the barn. It was warm out, surprisingly, in the wake of the cloudy day before, and all the humans seemed to be out and about.

Women had come back from the riverbed with baskets of damp laundry, children running about their feet and legs with Terrible Terrors riding on their shoulders and flapping over their heads. Burp the Baker was setting loaves of sweetbread on the ledge, alongside tarts, cookies, and other breads. The only thing stopping the passing children from snatching them (along with the Terrors) was a wire cage that covered the ledge from the top of the window to the outside of the ledge. Burp had learned fast.

Trap was coming in from the far side of the village, toting a wheelbarrow full of wood across the village green to one of the larger family halls that Toothless was pretty sure belonged to the Thorston family. The building was sprawling and patchwork, stubbornly rebuilt and added onto after generations of being burned and smashed in the raids.

Toothless had to stop short when a little boy with a stick crossed his path, chasing a herd of geese and ducks to a stick cage between two houses.

"Very lively, this village, you know, when we're not raiding it," Hookfang noted, taking his fill of the bustling town. He looked like he was enjoying the view. "It's a change for the better, I say." And it really was, all the species were happy, and that's how Toothless hoped they would stay.

Together they reasoned that Astrid would be with Hiccup if she could, and the others would be elsewhere in town, so the dragons split off into their respective groups to search for their humans.

Toothless and Stormfly went off to the Haddock hall together, commenting on their surroundings until Toothless unexpectedly stopped, "What did the Vikings do with the dragons that died?"

Stormfly eyed him apprehensively before answering, leading the drake back into a steady walk. "They take them to a place they call the 'Dragonscale Cliffs'. From what I understand, there is a current running in the ocean away from the island, so they drop them off the cliffs to be carried away." Toothless drew his brows together in thought. "Of course, it seems like the gods meant it like that. The Vikings might have thought they were being uncaring, but at our Nest, that is how we farewell our dead. They become part of the cycle once more, no matter where they are put in the water."

Toothless thought about it until they reached the hall, where the front door was thrown wide open to let the breeze in, making it very easy to go inside. Stormfly, not being able to fit, waited outside with little complaint.

He entered the hall with the wind, edging around the fireplace to where the three people where. The whole place smelled of medicine, mixed with cold sweat. Stoick was in a chair next to the bed at the headboard, though the furniture was far too small for him. Astrid was standing at the footboard, holding herself up a stand with locked elbows and her hands gripping the wood until her knuckles were white and her hands splotchy. She had disposed of the splint Gothi had made for her the day before, he noted, probably because it hindered her movement.

She was gazing at Hiccup's scraped face with a sort of unfocused intensity, with purpose, but not being able to hold onto it. She probably had proffered the chair to the chief, and had been standing throughout the night, if not sitting on the floor.

When the drake reached the bedside, he could see the dark shadows that spread like raven's wings under the chieftain's eyes. The man had been awake all night. The man also was in an odd reverie, so Toothless nudged his head against Stoick's arm.

The Viking jerked away impulsively, making a grab for a weapon that wasn't there. Once he realised that it was non-aggressive, he relaxed and let out a sigh. Astrid's head had jerked up also, but her hands remained gripping the bed. "You're here," She said to the dragon, her mouth attempting to pull itself into a weak semblance of a smile.

Stoick needed the extra reassurance, the physical contact; Toothless had a feeling that the chief wasn't the type that usually sought out the touch of another human. It must feel strange, having the reassuring contact of a dragon, but it sure wasn't going to come from Astrid. It was probably the result of their 'strong warrior type' image that the two had in common – they were the type that held in their emotions and not tell anyone of them.

The chief's posture slackened, and his hand wasn't as stiff as before, his fingers splaying over the drake's ebony scales.

Stormfly chirped impatiently outside, so Astrid excused herself from the room to see the Nadder, wearily leaving the hall, leaning on the doorframe when Stormfly greeted her at the door, then shifted her weight to depend on the she-dragon's nose horn. Stormfly purred and said encouraging words to her human as they left down the hill and around the bend. The Night Fury hoped that she would go and try to get some sleep.

This left Stoick and Toothless alone with Hiccup.

The boy himself was just as pale as the day before, a cold sweat had collected on his forehead and collarbone, which looked like it had been wiped away a few times before, judging by the damp cloth resting beside him on the bed.

The chief wasn't in the talking mood, so he and the dragon remained silent. Stoick might have flinched when Toothless laid his head on the bed, but allowed him to continue to do so. They stayed like that for a fair amount of time until Gothi came and shooed Toothless out of the hall, but allowed for Stoick to stay. The Night Fury was hesitant to leave after only a small amount of time by his pup's side, but the healer needed her space in order to work.

Toothless was on the slope of the house, and about to go look for the others when he made an abrupt turn away from the village and through the field east of the Great Hall, to the Kill Ring and beyond.

He bounded through the trail he had once used before, under far more urgent circumstances, this time giving the caged pit a wide berth as he passed it.

He came to the edge of the piece of land that supported the Kill Ring. Any normal dragon would wing their way over the river; unfortunately, he was grounded, so he had a miserable time of finding the bridge, which was located over a massive waterfall. The beams were strong spruce, and fit very tight together, so he didn't have the problem of having creaking boards or catching his claws on a loose plank. He prayed to Nótt the whole time, just to be safe. But he got off of the human path as soon as he could.

He didn't want to put his feet in the ruts of the many wagons that had passed that way.

The grass was tall here, even when it was turning brown with the season, crackling under his feet. He could see some field mice darting ahead of his feet and into their grass tunnels, their frantic heart beating only just hard enough for him to hear the thumping. The edge of Dragonscale Cliffs came sooner than he expected, and from there, there was there was the view of the ever expanse of ocean. Few gulls remained, but enough to have the flash of black tipped wings cross his vision often enough.

The water was a stunning blue to compliment the warm weather, the currents were visible in some spots, mostly against the cliff, where the water either smashed against the rocks or formed wings of white foam and snaked it's way past in the current that Stormfly described.

The scene seemed far too pretty to be the dumping site of hundreds of dragons. The sky was too blue, the ocean was too calm, the breeze smelled of the field's autumn grass, and it was so spotless, so inviting. He bowed his head to the sight, "Damn it," he hissed.

What had he been expecting? A sign of struggle or retaliation? Heavy storm clouds and grey seas year round? It was just a place, nothing more; the cliffs were a symbol of passing, not a battlefield remaining from final stand of the dragons that might have had some spirit left in them. Being here didn't give him any feeling of being closer to his deceased friend, there was no trace of her spirit in this place.

His claws curled inwards, knotting in the drying grass, and his chest heaved as he worked himself up. Finally, he tore his eyes from the ground and loosed a piercing screech out over the water, all his rage and hopelessness flying out over the ocean, enduring until his head grew light and his vision blurred, and it died in his throat. A pack of Terrors had lifted off in fright all the way in the village, and when he turned his head fully, he saw that everything in the village had halted as all tried to pinpoint the source of the cry of the Night Fury. All knew it, be it from the raids, or just knowing that was the sound of a Child of Night.

What they were unaware of, though, was that the cry they had heard was the furious shout of challenge, a shout that was used by the Warshades to scream defiance in the face of death, to claim bravely before the prospect of enemies. It was a promise of assured victory.

He might not have been able to keep Sorcha alive, but he was sure wasn't going to let Hel take him if he could help it. He was going to keep fighting Death, never ceasing, lest any of his friends were to die. He wasn't going to allow anyone to die.

"I'm so sorry Sorcha," He whispered, hardly hearing himself over the cries of the gulls.


	29. All Together on an Island Called Berk

It had been two days of general chaos after the others had come home, the twins had been up to no good at all, destroying multiple buildings with their Zippleback companion, whose both heads claimed 'where growing out of their destructive phase,' which Toothless seriously doubted.

He had managed to get Stoick to go sleep in an actual bed, and got Astrid to go home at night, with Stormfly's help, of course.

Hiccup still had a sickly atmosphere around him, the smell of illness hung in the Haddock hall like a cloud. The boy had developed a raging fever overnight, and he had been fighting it until he was too weak to move. Toothless had stayed by his side, along with the chief, until Gothi came along and whacked the two of them out of the room with her staff. The Night Fury was tired.

He definitely wasn't in the mood to deal with the Zippleback's problems.

"Toothless, the strangest thing just happened," Barf said, ducking his head to avoid the stabbing glare of the Night Fury.

"And what would that be?" The Night Fury asked derisively.

"You see, it appears that we have a surplus of fish."

"We have such a surplus that the storehouses are full, and we can't just leave the extras lying about on the ground."

"Eat them then," Toothless grunted, "And stop overfishing."

"Thanks for that _now_." Belch scowled.

"Let me assess the damage," Toothless sighed dramatically, lifting himself from the figurehead of the Haddock hall, where he had been, then dropped down to join the Zippleback. He supposed he couldn't hold their problems against them because he was annoyed.

It seemed that the Vikings were so excited about being able to fish with dragons, and they had brought back huge quantities of fish from their expeditions, more than everyone could possibly eat, and it now had caught up to them.

It showed when he and the Zippleback passed a main storehouse, which had loaded baskets up around it, spilling their contents onto the street. Even the Terrors were too full to try to steal them.

"I agree, we have a problem," Toothless finally agreed, then looked up to Barf and Belch, "So what do you propose we do?" The Zippleback was alarmed at the Night Fury turning the problem back into their care, so he explained with a grin, "Two brains should be more than enough to solve a problem such as this, you couldn't possibly need me to assist _you_."

Both heads scowled, unamused.

Toothless had learned quite recently that Zippleback heads could communicate silently to each other, and they were doing so at that moment, given the odd expressions that flashed on their faces. They were thinking.

"Say, Belch," Barf said conversationally, "Weren't the Twins forced to do some chores in recompense for their destruction of the chicken coop on that one farm?"

"You mean _our_ destruction?"

"Whatever you wish to call it."

"Yes."

"Where are you leading with this?" Toothless asked. They had an idea, otherwise they wouldn't be speaking aloud.

"I do believe they had to clean out the torches on the main path of the village, the old raid ones." Barf stated, and Belch nodded. Toothless also confirmed it. Since the torches were useless now, Gobber had forced the Twins to clear them of wood and soot. Last he heard, they were now spotlessly clean.

"I propose we dump the fish in these old torches, since they are otherwise useless," Belch said.

"You do that, and I'll just hide elsewhere to avoid claiming any blame upon myself by association." As he turned to leave, the Zippleback chirred.

He took that as his cue to retreat to the other side of the village, where he thought he could see the flash of Grapple Grounder scales, but when he pursued it, it was only a pair of children playing tag with a pack of Terrors, trying (and cheating, he might add) to use flashing bits of their clothing or piece of armour to attract the little dragons. The Terrors played along, chirruping and squawking as they chased the flashing bits around.

The Child of Night dismissed his disappointment.

Celine was perfectly fine, staying up on Raven Point with her kind. They needed time to adjust to the temperature and the sunrises that apparently came later than they were used to. He was happy that she was helping them get used to their surroundings.

Toothless heard some shouting on the far edge of the village, where he had come from, men and women calling for a certain Zippleback to return with those fish. Toothless waited for the shouting to die down before returning to the storehouse where Barf and Belch were picking up baskets in their mouths by hooking the handles with their teeth. Ruffnut and Tuffnut were sitting behind their heads, holding onto the dragon's horns to stay on.

Stormfly, Hookfang, and Meatlug were there with their humans also. They were attracted by the noise, no doubt, and all looked with amusement at what the Zippleback was up to with the fish. In fact, their riders looked as if they couldn't believe their eyes.

Astrid addressed the Twins, "You two didn't think of this all by yourselves, did you?"

"No," Tuff replied, "I really don't know what happened – Ruff?"

"Not a clue."

Stormfly asked the Zippleback a similar question, which they answered in unison. "We were 'inspired'," they said sarcastically, grinning pointedly at the Night Fury as he joined them. Toothless snorted.

"It's useful, I'll give you that," Meatlug said, "Very practical for us." Hookfang agreed with a grunt.

"Astrid, is everything alright?" Trap loped up to check on his sister. The boy had been around quick a bit, taking it upon himself to make sure nobody killed each other, and was the first to respond to any issues. Toothless was unable to fathom how the boy did the job. When Toothless himself had that job on the Crescent Isle, it was far harder for him to keep the things like that in check.

Astrid waved him off, "Everything's fine, something new happened and scared the adults. The Zippleback did, anyway." She patted Stormfly's nose, "Nothing's broken, if you wanted to know."

"Thank Thor," he sighed, running his hand through his hair to brush it away from his face. The Night Fury rumbled in greeting. After the incident concerning the loose chickens from the Zippleback's exploits two days before, Toothless had forgiven Trap for the straps on the boat, and they had become mutually trusting of each other. They had also agreed to never speak of the incident, for both of their safety. "Astrid, I'm gonna have to take Toothless off of your hands – Uncle Gobber wants him down in the smithy."

"Why?"

"He didn't say, but who am I to tell him 'no'?"

"Good point." Astrid shrugged.

Trap held his arm out to the Night fury, "Toothless?" The drake chirruped and met the teen's hand with the side of his head.

As they made their way through town to the smithy, Toothless noted some of the changes that had taken place over the past while.

The children had started to include dragons in their games, so instead of pretending to fight them, the dragons became the heroes of those adventures as well. Saving the girl on the back of a Nadder seemed much more impressive, especially if one had slain the Red Death first. At first that part had bothered the Night Fury, but he soon realized they admired the feat, and they, as children, had no idea how horrifying the Queen really had been.

Women had to shoo Terrors out of baskets, but allowed them inside the houses to catch mice for them, since cats never showed themselves, if they were there at all.

There was a pair of Gronkles assisting a Viking with a cart of apples. The orchards were near empty now with the dragons helping, since their aid had sped the harvest to completion before the frost set in.

When they reached the smithy, Toothless could smell burning coals and melting iron think in the air. It smelled of Hiccup, without the sickly atmosphere. Gobber was up to something in the forge. Trap beckoned the reluctant drake into the shop. During the day, it was much bigger looking, and the heat that was radiated from the forge was heavenly on his scales. He purred in appreciation for the warmth.

"Ah, Trap, you brought Toothless? Good!" Gobber emerged from behind a stand. The Night Fury jumped in astonishment at the Viking's sudden appearance. The Smith was brandishing a rod of some sort at his nephew. "I'm almost done." Toothless followed him back when the man disappeared again behind the stand, purely out of curiosity as to what was being made. Weapons weren't really a necessity any more.

All around the shop's back, metal rods, leather strips, and bits of paper were strewn. It all looked very familiar.

It was the harness.

Toothless began moving excitedly about the pieces, sniffing them. They smelled similar to the last one, the metal was alike, and the form was also pretty close to the last. He chirped happily, if this was made and close to completion, then he could get back into the sky.

"You like tha'?" Gobber asked the Night Fury. He came back around the bench again with something in hands.

Toothless instinctively pulled away from Gobber. Even though he had been around Vikings for a while then, he still stiffened when the enormous man approached him He chastised himself for his skittishness, puffing his chest out in confidence, trying to no longer shy away from the smith.

The object which Gobber held in his hands was bright red, strapped in by dark leather and shining buckles.

"Whadd'ya think, Trap?" The smith asked his nephew, since he wouldn't get a reply from the dragon.

Gober flared the object open, revealing it to be the equivalent of its predecessor fin, though it was blood red all throughout, unlike the last yellowed one. Trap tilted his head, "looks alright – is the harness ready to go on?"

The smith huffed at that. "I can only do so much off these designs – it looked like Hiccup made a few adjustments off the books. For one," the man picked up the chest strap, "this looks too small for Toothless's chest – he's no Nightmare, but he's still broad."

The Night Fury's chest swelled with pride. He had gotten bigger, he knew, since he had left the Crescent Isle, mostly his muscles on his shoulders and upper back. His wings had become more powerful due to the increased weight and drag, and were the only reason he had been able to escape the cove. Overall, it had given him considerably more mass around were the saddle would go.

Gobber was still talking to Trap, "You'll have to help me with the saddle; having a hook for a hand doesn't do with leatherwork."

Trap cringed, "Uncle Gobber, I'm a woodcutter, not a craftsman, though I'm sure that Astrid would _love _to help." Gobber narrowed his eyes at his nephew, drawing his forehead into a furrow. He dismissed his nephew with a grunt, but had Toothless stay. Trap threw in his last words over his shoulder, "Or Mrs. Ingerman – she is the seamstress."

"Ge' out!" Gobber shooed the boy around the shop's corner, and he could be seen through the window, skidding backwards and accidentally hitting one of the apple carts. The smith watched the boy apologize to the man pushing the cart, chuckling to himself as he stooped to compare the metal tail to the living once. Toothless observed over his shoulder as Gobber went on to fasten the buckles.

It felt odd; different from the old one. The leather wasn't as soft, probably being newer, and the wooden tube was lighter. When Gobber finished, the drake pulled his tail up to examine it up close.

The fin smelled of Hiccup, which probably meant that the boy smelled of the smithy. But there was no trace of pine resin, or the sweet grass in the cove, or the water of the pond.

This tail wouldn't be the same as the last, because it lacked attachment to the memories of those shaky first flights and sunning in the cove.

It was new, but it was what he had.

Toothless was curled around the back of the furnace several hours later when Gobber yelled in victory. The Night Fury was dozing, and the exclamation shocked him out of his lazing state. "Done!" the smith exclaimed, "I'm done! I'm done!" He came out with the finished rod, the one that clipped the tail to the rest of the harness.

Toothless tilted his head at the finished product as the human placed the rod with the rest of the harness in a pile. Trap had been right – Mrs. Ingerman had quickly agreed to make the saddle once Gobber had given her the designs. It sat, finished, with the rest of the harness, a rich brown leather.

"Best piece of work I've done!" The smith stated proudly, "An' ready to fly!" Toothless could sense that there were some unspoken words there under the cheerfulness. _As soon as Hiccup wakes up. If he wakes up._ They both were thinking it.

The whole thing had been carefully made, but any kinks could be worked out if they arose.

The drake stood up, stretching out his nap, then made his best attempt of letting the man know his efforts were appreciated. He rumbled in his chest to produce a deep purr, then bumped his head against the Viking's side.

"Ah, don't mention it, uh, Toothless..." Gobber stuttered, tentatively patting the dragon on the head.

* * *

><p>Toothless squeezed in through the back door of the Haddock hall, coming in through the way that would save him the pain of being greeted by the staff of the healer.<p>

Luckily for him, Gothi was absent from the hall, as was the chief. It was just Trap, who was piling some wood into the holder against the far wall. The boy nodded, then left the Night Fury and his pup alone together.

The fever must've broken, shown by the lack of attendance, and they probably had left to give the boy rest, even though he had been sleeping for almost two weeks.

Toothless leaned forward to sniff the pup. The smell of sickness still hung around him in the air, but it was fading already. "Please wake up," he murmured, "You need to wake up." The Night Fury drew his head back. There was no response from Hiccup, only the continuance of soft breathing. "Hiccup, you wake up!" He said, louder this time.

The boy's eyelids slowly flickered open, heavy with sleep. "I can't believe that actually worked!" Toothless exclaimed, returning back to his pup. He brushed his nose against the boy's face, nudging against Hiccup's cheek and forehead. If he allowed Hiccup to fall back into sleep, he might sleep for the rest of the month, and that wouldn't do.

"Hey Toothless." He said quietly, as if he had just woken up from a sunning nap in the cove. Toothless nudged his shoulder, seeking his human's hands, no longer limp. Hiccup smiled, taking the sides of Toothless's head loosely in his hands, "I'm happy to see you too, buddy – ow!"

The Night Fury had overstepped in his excitement, accidentally placing weight on Hiccup's stomach. Toothless bounded away, "My bad."

"What?" Hiccup began to uncurl in confusion, "I'm in my house." _So am I!_ Toothless wiggled in anticipation. "Oh, _you're_ in my house!" Toothless chirped, jumping up, pushing off of a nearby pillar, and bounding over the fire. "Does my dad know you're here?"

The drake returned to Hiccup once again, snuffling. "You wouldn't believe some of the things that've happened in the past while," Toothless hummed, though Hiccup brought up his hands in confusion, almost to try slowing down the Night Fury.

"Okay, okay." Toothless turned back, then gave a little flap, just enough to get him onto the nearby crossbeam. "Toothless!" He dropped his head beneath the beam to see his pup, who had his arms up. He definitely wasn't going to go to sleep anytime soon. "Oh, come on." He leaned forward to get up out of bed, but for a moment he paused, then sat back down again.

Hiccup must've felt something, because he drew up the blanket in question. A look of uncertainty flew over his face. Toothless dropped down from the beam to the floor, softly cooing. Hiccup must've seen it, but then he actually _saw_ it, like the realization cruelly waited to come until he had been staring at it for a couple seconds. Then different emotions battled; he was startled, horrified, completely overwhelmed.

Hiccup swallowed hard, then swung his legs over the side of the bed. His booted foot touching down first, then, ever so slowly the prosthetic joined it. The spring squeaked in protest as some weight was placed on it.

The Night Fury leaned down to sniff it. He hadn't seen the prosthetic before, except in pieces around the smithy. It was odd, admittedly, but far better than a peg fashioned after Gobber's own. He brought his eyes up to Hiccup's.

When he had lost his tailfin, he had sworn and cursed the gods until his idiocy attracted enemies, but the human was silent, hands quivering. It looked as if he had forgotten to take a breath. _Breathe_. Toothless flared his nostrils in demonstration.

Hiccup exhaled heavily, then puffed another breath before twisting his body to grab onto the bedpost. He hoisted himself up, relying heavily on his right leg, not trusting the prosthetic to hold him up. Toothless took a step back, preparing to aid his pup if any help was needed.

He took a small step forward; the weight he was placing on the damaged limb caused him to grimace. He let out the tiniest hiss until he settled again. Hiccup took another deep breath, trying to bravely swell his chest, but the next step turned into a stumble.

Toothless thrust out his head to catch his pup. Hiccup grunted in pain, his hands and arms spread out on the Night Fury's head. "It is alright," the drake soothed, helping the boy back into a stand, "I will help." Toothless turned his body to the side, allowing for Hiccup to put his arm over his neck. "I will help."

"Thanks bud," Hiccup said hoarsely, leaning heavily on Toothless. When they went forward together to the door in a limping shuffle, Hiccup avoided putting too much weight on the spring. His breathing quickly became laboured and came in huffs and puffs.

Toothless missed this. Without the pain and the limping, it almost felt like when they were together in the cove. Sun warmed scales and baskets of fish, lazily looking over his pup's shoulder while the charcoal stick drew his likeness over and over. They were together again, both alive, both safe. He felt the human's hand leave his hide in order to stand independently, slowly sidling up to the door, and pulling hard to pry it open.

And there was Hookfang and Snotlout, flying right in front of the door. "The gimps are alive!"

Hiccup slammed the door closed in terror. His eyes betrayed the thought that the dragons were doing a rare day raid, and that Toothless had snuck in during the kerfuffle outside. Nótt bless his soul. "Toothless? Stay here, bud." Hiccup went to open the door again and peeked out.

"Come on guys, get ready! Hold on tight! Here we go!" Snotlout shouted, waving to two other riders behind him; two adults on the backs of a Nadder and Gronkle. They were amateurs, judging by their flailing limbs and confused yells.

Hiccup stumbled through the doorframe in surprise. He was absolutely shocked to see that there wasn't a sword in sight. No fires, no bloody conflict. Toothless chirred, "I said you wouldn't believe it."

He was so busy being smug; he hadn't noticed that the door had swung back, and had shut behind Hiccup, until it was too late.

"Hiccup?" Toothless weaved about the door. It had swung inwards, so there was no visible way to open the door. "_Faen_," he cursed.

He could hear exclamations outside the door, the Vikings were gathering around Hiccup, greeting him back into the land of the living. Toothless ground his head against the door in frustration. _Damn this infernal door!_ Toothless would have to get someone to make a better handle for this door, something he could open it with – perhaps with an open paw or something, or a claw.

That was it. Toothless raised his foot, then hooked his claw on the inside of the door handle. He pulled inwards, just enough to see that there were a lot of Vikings between him in his pup. There was a flash of red, and that was all Toothless needed to know that the tailfin was there.

Toothless pushed out of the door, bounding up, and trying to leap over the Vikings. Unfortunately, he didn't quite make it all the way over the Viking barrier. "Night Fury! Get down!" Somebody yelled, hardly before he was bowled over.

"Let's go flying!" The Night Fury exclaimed at the sight of the tailfin. Toothless chirped expectantly, eyeing the contraption.

Hiccup and Astrid grinned sheepishly to one another amidst the groans and grumbles of the Vikings, propping themselves back up on their elbows and getting back on their feet.

The boy stumbled back to Toothless with the tailfin, grinning the whole way. "Let's get this on you then, bud."

The saddle fitted nicely on his neck, everything was the perfect size. Gobber helped Hiccup hook up the harness's tail section, so that the boy wouldn't have to kneel down, and lifted him up onto Toothless's back.

"You look great," Stormfly commented, strolling up beside him. Astrid scrambled up to her back as the she-dragon spoke.

"I feel great," he replied, grinning up at her.

Hiccup clicked his new prosthetic into the harness, looking back to make sure that the positions had remained the same. "You ready, bud?"

"Born ready," Toothless snorted.

He could hear Stormfly chirring beside him. "I'll take it easy on you two cripples," She snorted.

"I could beat you with my eyes closed," the Night Fury responded in challenge, flaring his wings. He stroked downwards, lifting off in a near vertical into the sky. Stormfly darted up after him, keeping on his tail. "So don't feel bad if you lose!" Toothless chirped at her, skimming over a rooftop.

Stormfly slipped under his wing and cut him off from underneath, "I won't!"

Toothless and Hiccup tucked into a dive down between a row of houses, coming out in a barrel roll. The move didn't gain them any distance between them and the female pair.

They followed Astrid and Stormfly through one of the stone arches that ringed the village, dropping down once again to pass over the docks. Toothless let out a cry as he and his boy dove down over the docks after the Nadder and her girl.

The four of them pulled up at the sea stacks, coming back up to another section of the village, where the last standing catapult watched over the ocean. There was a bridge that connected the paths over the sea, where Meatlug and Fishlegs were. "Join us!" Toothless called out to the Gronkle, who agreed, her wings becoming blurs.

Toothless finally saw his chance to get ahead of Stormfly, a post that stuck up from the bridge. He flew to it, then kicked off, jumping from it to the bridge, then allowing gravity to increase his speed from the fall. Toothless flared his wings just in time to cut in front of the she-dragons.

He led the way through a small tunnel between two cliffs, back over the village. Hookfang and Barf and Belch had come to flank Stormfly and Meatlug behind him. Snotlout and Hookfang seemed to have ditched their trainees in favour of joining pursuit.

Hiccup leaned in closer to the saddle, streamlining himself to the back of the Night Fury, and they spiraled upwards into the sky, straight up towards the sun. They continued until the drake lost momentum, and the earth goddess Sif called them back down.

The drake twisted his body, feeling the pup on his back readjusting to the movement, together as one, they flipped back into the embrace of gravity. They dropped straight into the pack of dragons and humans beneath him.

Stormfly squawked and dodged the falling drake, "Oi! Mind where you fall, Fury!"

Toothless barked happily back at her on his way to the ground, "This is too good!"

"Watch yourself, you Stulte!" Hookfang growled, he wretched his horns from the hands of his rider, "You'll get yourself killed!"

Toothless and Hiccup pulled up, spinning out of the fall and back up along the village's spine. "You do care!" The Night Fury chirruped over his shoulder, grinning at the Nightmare. Hookfang snorted, much to the amusement of Toothless.

They made a cartwheel around one of the fish basins. Toothless's tail jerked oddly, and in turn made their maneuver sloppy, almost causing the Night Fury's wing to clip Belch's. The Zippleback clicked a warning, and Toothless made a hasty apology.

Hiccup was leaning in closer on Toothless's back, but not in the arched form he usually held, more of a weak slump. The boy's breaths were hitching whenever he made a transition on the tailfin. He had his forehead pressed to the back of Toothless's neck, allowing the movements of the drake's sides to give him some clue of what position the harness needed to be in. Hiccup was hurting, but didn't want the others to see. But the other dragons were noticing – they could probably hear the boy.

"It's a draw, Toothless." Stormfly whistled, understanding.

Toothless peeled out of the formation, continuing his flight over the main road of the village until they reached the Haddock hall. "Toothless… what are you doing?" Hiccup protested, "The others are over there." They both knew what the drake was doing, and why.

The Night Fury settled at the front steps of the hall, where Stoick had just opened the door at the sound of Toothless's wingbeats. Just as Hiccup slid off of Toothless's back, Gothi whacked the chief aside with her staff, shuffled down the stairs, then grabbed Hiccup firmly by the arm, dragging him into the house.

Toothless followed closely behind, watching as Gothi forced Hiccup to sit down on the edge of the bed. She was scolding Gobber, for giving Hiccup the prosthetic so soon, Stoick, for allowing Hiccup to put stress on the wound, Toothless, for flying, and Hiccup, for taking advantage of the other's mistakes. Gothi made Gobber take off the wood and iron prosthetic, then set to replacing the bandages on the stump.

Hiccup hissed as the bloodied linen was peeled from the wound by the healer's careful fingers, but Toothless could see that he was suppressing his yelp through a clenched jaw and a white knuckle grip on the platform.

Her glare was enough to keep all of the males quiet for the rest of the afternoon, and make the teens turn on their heels when they tried to come into the hall.

* * *

><p>Despite his protests, Hiccup was carried upstairs to the room where he usually slept. The boy's expression was sour throughout the whole ordeal, watching his bed being deconstructed and rebuilt up the stairs, then being lifted by his father to his room. Toothless settled beside the bed, head on the platform, while he waited for the pup to stop grumbling about being carried.<p>

He stayed sitting in the bed, a hand absently strayed to Toothless's jawline as he watched his father squeeze back out of the door into the hallway. The Night Fury leaned into his boy's hand with a soft purr.

Hiccup shifted down on the bed, then lowered his head onto the pillow. His hand never left the drake's head, his thumb rubbing small circles on Toothless's eye hollow.

"We did it bud."

* * *

><p><strong>So that's the end of Part 1! I'm feeling so fantastic about this!<strong>

**Small little thing to let you guys know: The next update might be a little while coming. I'm going to be on a mission trip in Nicaragua, helping to build onto an elementary school, so yah. No update for a few weeks. Though I must say it's always a pleasure to write for you guys.**


	30. Part 2: A New Berk

**Sorry about the late update, life's been a little nuts with midterms and the play i'm in.**

* * *

><p>"Toothless." Something was rubbing his ear. That felt nice. "Toothless." The voice became more insistent. "Wake up, bud, it's morning."<p>

"Nope," the dragon grumbled, "sleep."

Hiccup was probably waking him up to try to sneak out, but the Night Fury was not interested in whatever shenanigans the boy thought he could pull off with one foot. Toothless, in no way, shape or form, wished to assist his human in the process of self-injury. In fact, the dragon was on board with Gothi's rules. _No running, basically no physical activity_. It being morning, he wasn't too opposed to them.

Feelings of rebellion would probably kick in once it was noon.

"Don't be lazy!" Hiccup pushed the rumbling drake.

"I'll be lazy if I want."

"_Toothless_!" The boy complained. "Don't make me crawl."

"Gods above," Toothless shifted off the bed. The floor was very comfortable at this stage of wakefulness. "_Stop_."

"Toothless, don't you shrug me off. Help me up."

"Meh."

"That's a resentful tone – I've rubbed off on you. Grand." Hiccup muttered. There was a pause, both of them calculating the situation. "Well then, it's too bad all the fish are all _outside_." A single ear flicked up. The promise of food was enticing. "Shame that, how none are in the house."

"Yes it is a sha- oi! I know what you're doing! I see it!" The Night Fury's head bolted up, his eyes narrowed to slivers.

"Ah," Hiccup said, a smirk touching the sides of his mouth, "You are awake. Then you can help me. Thanks, bud." Toothless's ears dropped in distaste. The pup was good. Very good.

While it was rather irksome that the pup had used food as a mean of tricking the dragon into action, he couldn't deny that it was half of the boy's charm.

The drake begrudgingly skirted the bed, then offered his neck as support, since the prosthetic was downstairs. The thick bandaging on Hiccup's stump would prevent them from getting it on anyhow. Something would have to be used as a support, since humans didn't have four legs to begin with. When Kopin had broken his leg, at least he could limp about on three others.

It was hard going once they reached the stairs. Normally, Toothless would just have jumped down to the next floor, but with his handicapped companion, that option was ruled out quite fast. They settled for a slow shuffling hop down the stairs, which was very time consuming, but Hiccup refused to slide down on his backside. He had to take the more painful way, naturally.

The Night Fury was the boy's solemn guide to the front door, compensating for each stagger, each leaning hop. It wasn't until the door was carefully pulled open that the two had company, and the company they received were plenty boisterous.

They came in the form of Celine, another female Grapple Grounder, and poor, poor Astrid. The second Grounder was a canary yellow. She was in the process of just backing up in front of the Haddock hall. The she-dragon looked quite belligerent, snorting at Astrid in her own language.

The canary female huffed at Astrid, stomping her hind foot, her whipping tail knocking aside a goose that dared to waddle past. The goose squawked horridly, flapping its wings rid of feathers as it tumbled across the hill.

"Oh gods, please stop!" Astrid pleaded, "You're wrecking things!" Her pleading only made the Grounder more distressed.

"Astrid!" Hiccup called from Toothless's side, "Astrid, don't do that! You're upsetting her!"

"I'm upsetting her – wha – Hiccup! What are you doing out and about?" Astrid barked, forgetting about the Grounder momentarily, "You were hurting yesterday – and you didn't tell me! You shouldn't have pushed yourself!"

"You were having so much fun though," Hiccup replied quietly, "I didn't want to all to stop on my account."

"Shut up," Astrid snapped, "you don't have to worry about it – it's nothing to be ashamed of!" Her brows drew together fiercely, and the canary Grounder skittered back. "Stop that," she ordered the dragon.

"Astrid, you're scaring her! Don't come too forcefully on her – dragons don't like being ordered around," Hiccup warned, "Giver her some space."

Astrid backed off slowly from the she-dragons, hands raised, eyes never breaking from the Grounders, but she still hissed at Hiccup, "You're avoiding the issue." The she-dragon slowly loosened up, and took care with the situation, stopping her huffs and snorts. Celine kept a wary eye on her kin.

"What were you trying to do?" Hiccup asked.

"She was freaking out Fishlegs on his way to the Great Hall; I was trying to distract her." Astrid replied. "It looked as if she really liked him."

Hiccup chuckled. "Here." He started to hobble forward with the help of Toothless, nearing the she-dragon. He spoke soothingly, reaching out his hand to her and allowing her to sniff at it. Toothless allowed all of this under his careful eye, baring his teeth when she leaned in on the boy, he bristled his spines in warning.

"Back," he warned, "Can you not see his wound?" Celine repeated the phrase in their language, and the canary female whined in apology, bowing her head and backing off with little complaint. Celine have told her something about his old authority. He would have to address Celine over that issue.

Hiccup slumped against Toothless in exhaustion from the simple action, trying to hide his breathlessness from Astrid, "See? Fine." Toothless snorted in disapproval of the boy. If Hiccup insisted on hiding his weaknesses, the child would get himself injured beyond current circumstance.

Astrid eyed Hiccup warily, then returned her attentions to the she-dragon.

"Where's the Nadder?" Hiccup asked her. It only occurred to Toothless then that Hiccup hadn't been properly introduced to the rest of the dragons

"She's out playing – she's surprisingly adept at it too. You learn something new every day." Astrid noted this with a tinge of admiration in her voice, as if she wished that she too could be playful like a Nadder.

Hiccup didn't look surprised at this, rather, he nodded, "If you used to watch them during the raids, you'd have seen them playing with the sheep." The boy started into a walk, though Toothless was unsure where the pup wished to go.

Astrid voiced this question for the dragon, "Where do you think you're going?"

Hiccup flinched at her venomous tone, "On a walk."

"On a hobble." Astrid retorted. Celine and the canary Grounder chirred heartily at that.

"Maybe."

"Gothi said you shouldn't."

"Perhaps."

"Don't shrug me off – you'll need to stay put until you're done healing."

"Astrid, don't make me do that, please."

"No!" Astrid barked with a ferocity that even made the Night Fury cringe. "You never listen! Now that you lost a gods damned leg I thought you would try – but no! You're being selfish!"

Hiccup scowled, "Selfish?"

"Yes!" The female shot at him. "We've all been worried sick over you not waking up – we thought you might die – and now that you're awake and somewhat alright, you're gonna go gallivanting on your merry way to getting hurt again!

"So no, you can't get away, and yes, you're being extremely selfish!" Astrid finished off with a snarl, her finger poking viciously at Hiccup's chest.

The boy swallowed hard. "Okay."

"What?" Astrid blinked at his sudden compliancy.

"Okay," Hiccup said again, "I'm sorry for being _selfish_. I'll just go back inside and waste away in loneliness."

Astrid went straight back to scowling, "Now you're just being pathetic." She motioned for him to sit down on the hill with her. Toothless helped the boy down, slowly sinking to his belly, then allowing the two pups to rest against his side, so they looked out over the village. "How do you feel?" Astrid asked quietly, her arms wrapped around her knees, avoiding Hiccup's eyes.

"Legless."

"That's not funny." The girl growled through her teeth.

Hiccup shrugged, "Oh well. Usually it's hilarious when it's at my expense."

"I never laughed. Not once," Astrid replied in all seriousness. She leaned away from the dragon's side, "and it's not because I'm not the laughing type."

"Look, Astrid, it's okay, really," Hiccup sighed, then he leaned back even further against Toothless, "It's fine."

Astrid touched his hand that rested on his knee, "Don't talk like that."

"Does it matter?"

"Yes."

Toothless lay his head on his forepaws. Celine nipped the hindquarters of the canary Grounder, sending the female away. She sniffed at Hiccup. "So this is the human – he's a bit small, don't you think?" She ignored the drake's glare, nuzzling against the boy's side until he scratched her cheek.

Astrid spoke up, "This is the leader of the resident Grapple Grounders, she been a right pain – nearly took off Toothless's head earlier this week."

"She's very pretty, don't you think?"

Celine purred in appreciation, "I've decided that I like him." Toothless sighed; that was one less thing to worry about.

"What do you want to call her?" Hiccup asked the girl. She shrugged, and the boy furrowed his brow, thinking hard. After a solid minute of contemplation, he spoke. "Goldfleck," He rubbed her cheek, "because of her eyes." Celine hummed.

"It's appropriate." Astrid said simply.

Celine dropped herself in a coil next to toothless, humming contentedly as Hiccup continued to scratch her jaw.

"Will you take it?" Toothless asked her.

"Hmm?"

"Will you take the name for yourself? It is what others have been doing." The Night Fury elaborated.

"Nah," Celine said, rolling her shoulders, "I don't think so. I like my name, my mother gave it to me, and I don't think that changing it will eradicate all the wrongs I've done. Because –" she chirred, "What is in a name?" Toothless rumbled in agreement. Come to think of it, he hadn't accepted the name Hiccup gave him until he had cause to. "Are you being disapproving?" Celine growled at him.

"No. No!" Toothless drew his head back, ears flattened, "I'm being very supportive."

"Supportive," Celine scoffed, "My scaly ass."

"I'm being extremely supportive for you!" Toothless chirred good naturedly, allowing her to whack his shoulder with her tail. "Love you too, Celine."

"Watch it, Hiccup," Astrid warned the boy, holding onto his shoulder. Hiccup just laughed at the antics of the dragons. He laid a hand on Toothless's foreleg to remind the dragon that he was there. The Night Fury lay his head on the ground once more, and Celine followed suit, as if persuaded by some silent force, listening to the conversation being held by the humans.

"There's going to be a party tonight," Astrid said, "the chief announced it last night."

"What for?"

"You, stupid." Astrid punched his shoulder, "Now that you're awake, we're having a proper celebration.

Toothless wondered what human celebrations were like. Vikings couldn't fly, so trick-flying was out of the question, and they probably didn't go into the bush in sear of berries, like Night Furies did. It could be educational to attend, he decided, and that he wasn't going to go with any expectations for the event.

"Do you think Toothless can come in?"

"Dragons are a part of our community now, I don't see why we can't have them with us in the Great Hall, and others will probably feel the same way."

"Really?"

"I'd say everyone but Mildew, but nobody's seen him since he got his beard burnt off."

Hiccup laughed, "How did that happen?"

"I wasn't there, but apparently Barf and Belch blew it off – all the accounts are different, but that's the only solid thing everyone agrees on."

"And so the dragons do more good for the village."

Celine rumbled with mirth, "My friends haven't let that old codger off the mountain yet! Oh, you should see him scramble!"

Toothless chirred, "That isn't really helpful for our cause, but considering who it is, I might just approve."

"I was aiming for more personal satisfaction, but bringing joy to you can be a goal in the future."

"Just remember that you said that, Celine."

The Night fury suddenly felt the weight disappear from his side. When he looked, it was Astrid, who was helping Hiccup up, supporting him in his failed attempt to balance on his one leg. The drake snorted at the girl as she waved him to a stand, "We're going to pick up the crutches at the carver's, your help would be nice."

Toothless slipped in under Hiccup's left arm, taking his weight from Astrid.

Celine cocked her head at the sound of an explosion, one that erupted not far from where her kin were nesting in the green wood on Raven Point. She sighed, "_That_ would be the call of my kind. I, regrettably, must be off, to make sure nothing important was destroyed."

"You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

The Grounder's plates clicked together in irritation, "Maybe."

"Then off with you, you she-devil!" He admonished her as he turned his shoulder, "I have a boy to look after."

The she-dragon winged off to her nesting place, and the trio of the two Vikings and the dragon started down the village path, down to where the woodcarver, Norbert, apparently had a pair of 'crutches' for Hiccup. Toothless didn't know what those were, but if they helped the boy to walk, he would help in acquiring them if possible.

The crutches were quickly retrieved, and Hiccup appeared to be practiced with them – it wasn't much of a surprise to Toothless, the boy was a walking disaster, and probably used them before.

It was midafternoon when Astrid invited them into her home for something to eat, as neither had touched anything that day. Although, she explained, there would be plentiful food at the party, they both seemed to agree that they needed food before 'drinking' that night.

Miss Hofferson procured a round loaf of bread and a small hunk of salted pork. Toothless watched Hiccup carefully nibble at the bread, taking strips from the meat to accompany it. He tried sneaking the Night Fury a piece, but Astrid caught him when Toothless exposed him by rumbling distastefully. "Give me that," she snatched it away and tossed it to one of her passing siblings, a boy the Night Fury had learned to call Chance.

The boy yowled as he pinched the meat, then continued in his barreling after his brother, West, sword in hand and Terrible Terror on his shoulder. "Ge' back here!"

"That was mine," Hiccup gestured after the boy, who disappeared around the corner pillar.

"No, that was Toothless's, apparently," Astrid said, matter of the fact. "At least eat your bread." She didn't really wait for an answer, but glared him down until he took a large bite out of the loaf. "There. Wasn't that hard, was it?"

Hiccup grunted at her. He was definitely a Viking, and was definitely like his father.

* * *

><p>The door to the Great Hall was heavier than he expected them to be as he helped Astrid push one open with his shoulder. There was a giant wooden statue of a dragon off to the side, embedded with weapons and scored with the ghosts of the past such stowing. It was dark inside, the illumination of the torches and the fire pit in the centre of the hall were the only sources of light. The undulating light from the fire pit rippled on the underbelly of the hanging fixture above.<p>

It was a gleaming bronze Grapple Grounder, a sword was impaled through its middle, attaching it to the ceiling of the Hall. He snorted when he saw the navy and gold living Grounder that had draped herself over it.

"Whaddya think?" She crooned, loosening and allowing her head to fall beneath the sculpture, "Ironic?"

"Very comfortable." The Night Fury chirred, but his reply was swallowed up by the roar of welcome from the Vikings that already were in the Hall, all around the tables and standing. There seemed to be some sort of dance circle that had formed around back of the crowd, he could see the swirling colours from the dresses of the women.

Celine smirked and reclined back on her bronze likeness, liking the heat that rose up and warmed the metal.

"Hiccup!" It was the Fishlegs bow, who was sitting with the rest of the teens. Toothless allowed Hiccup to be pulled away by Astrid to the table, the boy propped his crutches on the side of the table and looked both stunned and amazed that Snotlout moved over to give him room.

The Night Fury kept half an eye on the boy as he skirted around the fire pit, to where he could see Hookfang, Stormfly and the others lounging along the back wall.

Barf and Belch were inspecting the tapestry behind them, depicting the gruesome death of a Timberjack, they muttered to each other, snatches of their conversation went missing due to their shared thoughts, so it was difficult to keep thread of their conversation.

Meatlug rumbled in greeting, "Good to see you alive and well, Toothless. If I didn't know any better, I'd have thought that little healer woman had knocked you out."

The Night Fury flicked his ears irritably, "She tried." Hookfang chortled, his wings rustled as he readjusted his weight to his side. "I'm not joking. I swear, she doesn't like me for some reason. I blame the Zippleback. He did it."

"What did I do?" Barf asked, tearing the other head away from the tapestry as well.

"Eh," Belch picked up, "We probably did."

"You see what I mean?" Toothless groaned, "At least I wasn't alone – she got Gobber and the chief in quite a bit of trouble last night as well for allowing us to race yesterday."

"That was good though, you have to admit," Stormfly said, "We should pick that up again sometime."

"Later, perhaps," Hookfang said, "but it would only be fair to beat the gimps when the hatchling is fully healed, until then, it would hardly be a credible win." Toothless sniffed at him, but didn't say anything.

The human's party was getting louder as the sun disappeared under the horizon; their dancing more boisterous and their trips to the barrels against the walls were more frequent. The dancing circle was widening, and nearly brushed against the group of dragons. The instruments that accompanied the dance were becoming louder, competing in a friendly competition with a trio of men belting out a different tune.

The dancers separated into two lines, women and men, then merged together with a partner from the other side, spinning in a series of complicated steps and exchanges of the hand positions. Skirts flurried on the colourful dresses the women wore, ones he had never seen around the village. Perhaps the women kept them for special occasions – it was still odd to him that humans could do that.

The humans made a sudden switch of partners with the quickened pace of the music. To the untrained eye, it would've looked like a random exchange of hands and foot placement, but Toothless could see the structure of the dance, the repeating sequence of steps that carried pairs of dancers in their exchange until they separated back into their lines and joined back with a new partner. He could remember a time when he would watch the sky dancers, trying to pick out the patterns in their flight – before his father pulled him away.

All the Vikings that participated would laugh at any misstep, or anything that caught their high spirits.

Toothless wasn't sure how long he watched the dancers while the other dragons carried on conversation without him, but at one point, he suddenly realised that he didn't know where his pup was. It sent his heart into a panic. Toothless hastily excused himself from the group of dragons he was with. He took a clear route by the side wall, where, to his sudden relief, Hiccup was sitting with Fishlegs, watching the other teens while they danced along with other Vikings. Ruffnut was paired with Snotlout, and every chance she got, she 'accidentally' slapped him with either an open hand or with her knotted hair.

"… and everything you used in training, you learned from Toothless?" Fishlegs asked curiously, looking as if he was ready to hang on Hiccup's every word.

"Yep," Hiccup said, "With a little trial and error, actually, a lot of error, come to think of it."

"Weren't you scared?"

"Out of my right mind; that's the only way I could've done it." Hiccup laughed, "The whole thing was insanity."

Fishlegs looked like he was holding back either a flood of questions or his barely contained terror. Finally, he asked a question. "How'd he loose his tail?"

The Night Fury's tail twinged uncomfortably, and he and his pup exchanged a look before Hiccup answered, smiling wryly. "I told you guys I really hit a Night Fury."

The other boy's jaw hung slack in astonishment, but then composed himself, then said sheepishly, "Ruff and Tuff said you had used magic on Toothless."

"Do I look like a Völva to you?"

"Well… no," the larger boy's cheeks coloured. "But I didn't believe them anyway," Fishlegs added.

Toothless swept his tail away from the newly forming line of dancers, then sat next to the table by the crutches.

It must've been some sort of accident, but a Viking that was passing by had placed a barrel of mead next to the drake, the open top allowed the contents to share its smell. A similar smell already permeated the air, but it was only now that he realised that the thing responsible for the odd smell was the liquid from the barrel.

Toothless slowly leaned over it, sniffing the golden liquid. One taste couldn't possible hurt, if the Vikings consume it in such copious amounts, it must be good. Toothless dipped his tongue in, taking a short drink of the mead.

The drink was spiced and sweet at the same time, and had a taste quite similar to honey. Toothless made a furtive glance at Hiccup and Fishlegs, who were back to watching the dance. He then stuck his nose back into the mead barrel and took a longer draught. It tasted quite good, and it seemed quite a shame that the barrel was so small.

Fishlegs had caught sight of the drinking Night Fury. "Um… Hiccup? Don't you think-"

"It'll be a teaching moment." Hiccup said. Toothless stared at the now empty barrel with a feeling of loss. He forlornly nudged it with his nose, sending it on its side with a hollow clatter. Somebody behind him laughed heartily, and gave the drake another barrel of mead, cracking the lid open for the dragon to have access. Toothless rumbled merrily and bowed his head to take another drink.

Fishlegs squeaked, "I really don't know how much of a tolerance dragons have, but that's his second barrel."

"Time for intervention," Hiccup sighed. "Toothless, no!" The dragon looked up and rumbled at the humans. "Fishlegs, I can't move, can you-?"

"Sure thing Hiccup!" Fishlegs jumped up at Hiccup's word, then went to try and stop the Night Fury. Toothless hissed at the approaching boy, baring his ivory fangs, and Fishlegs stopped short with a terrified squeak. His enthusiasm that once existed had evaporated into pronounced fear.

"He won't hurt you, Fish." Astrid came breathlessly away from the dance, nearly stumbling into Toothless. The Night Fury backed away from the girl carefully, putting space between himself and the near empty barrel of mead. She wouldn't be as timid as Fishlegs in her methods of removing the mead.

He felt as if he had barely had any to drink, yet she was adamant about taking the drink from him. It was hardly fair, but he didn't protest when Astrid sealed the barrel over with the lid, he only smacked his mouth and returned to Hiccup – or at least, that's what he had planned on doing. He turned tail when he saw the chief sitting awkwardly by his son.

Astrid placed her hand on his wing, smiling giddily. "Come on!" She guided him to the edge of the dancing floor, the dragon felt odd, being pulled place to place by the excited female – he might as well be a yearling again, playing games and having branch flights with Tempest and the others. "Fishlegs, you come too!" Astrid called.

"I don't know if that's a good idea," the boy shifted uncomfortably.

"You're a natural, I've seen you. Come on, we can have fun now!"

"Oh, all right," Fishlegs grumbled, getting ready to join in on the dance once the lines formed.

Toothless watched them contentedly as they joined the lines, throwing themselves into the dance with enthusiasm to match that of the Vikings they joined. What Astrid said was true. They could afford to have fun now, whereas during the war, parties on this scale might not have been possible, they had to maintain constant vigilance against raids. Hiccup, Astrid, and the others might not have been able to have the childhoods they deserved, being forced to stand by as their loved once died for their sake. But now, they wouldn't have to worry about those things. Their horns of warning now nested Terrible Terrors, and the torches now were brimming with fish. They wouldn't have to mature so fast, and could be free of the burdens they would've shouldered at their young ages, had the conflict continued.

They could be children, free to dance and be happy on the new Berk.


	31. Constellation Silverhelm

** And so another chapter is pumped out by your faithful (newly dubbed) Potato Bender (completely and totally not on time but that's alright because I'm assuming you all love me anyways).**

* * *

><p><em>The evening sun could hardly be seen over the breaking waves. They were high for that time of year. The water sprayed against the cobble beach, almost reaching the mouth of the Crystal Caves.<em>

_Inside, Aranon was sitting on one of the pillars next to his brother, and was ringed by the others on the council. It had been a long day for them all, and the tensions grew taut as their wings cramped and yearned for the sky._

_"… and I'm telling you, Cauthon," Marela growled, "The dragons that reside on the north face are growing dangerous in numbers. How long do you think it will be until they try to usurp our authority?"_

_"Never!" Cauthon retorted, "An insurrection will be impossible on their behalf. They wouldn't nearly be strong enough."_

_Voranoth inserted himself into the debate. "We've called this isle our home for centuries, the idea that it would be taken by any lesser species-" _

_"No species is above the other!" Cauthon hissed. "Never imply that to me, or ever in this council." _

_"While it was the intent of our ancestors that this Isle be exclusive to Night Furies, they also made a point of declaring it a safe place, no matter their species." Aranon glared challengingly at Voranoth, "And it will continue to be a safe place for all dragons, as long as I am on council."_

_"Agreed," Torok said solemnly. The rest of the council stiffened. Torok rarely spoke at these meetings; they were the only part of leadership that he loathed. "Have you forgotten, Marela and Voranoth, that the other species keep the population of predators on the Isle to a minimum? The lives of your young are indebted to the fact, as you well know. Bloodlines do not run if they lie in the bellies of other creatures."_

_Aranon continued for his brother before the conversation took a turn from where he wanted it. "An unnecessary cull of the other species would disrupt the life on the Isle. I will refuse to lead an attack on innocent dragons who have done nothing but been peaceful."_

_Fram, the elder of the council, spoke. "You speak with wisdom, Warhawk." She surveyed around the Crystal Cave, to each illuminated face. "I will stand behind the leader and Second on this decision."_

_"Thank-you, Fram," Torok said, "The matter is closed until a proper concern is raised."_

_"Settled." Aranon rumbled, glad to be over with the whole damned discussion. All he wanted was to go back to his nest and his mate. He knew Tempest was waiting for him too. _

_Voranoth looked very unhappy, and Marela looked downright ticked._

_"The council is dismissed," Torok said, allowing the gathering of the five Night Furies to disperse from the cave, "Go home to your families."_

_Voranoth caught up to Aranon before he could take off, back to his mate. "I thought you agreed to back Marela and me on this matter."_

_"Yes, I did," Aranon replied, "but that was when I was unaware of your intent to cull the other species on the Isle. I only agreed to keep them in check." He turned his shoulder to fly off._

_"Don't you turn your back on me, pup!"_

_Aranon whipped around, "Correct me if I'm wrong, but I believe that the Warhawk has authority over a council member, and that you have no power over me or my decisions. My vote will not be swayed as long as I live, I will not take a life without reasonable persuasion." The Warhawk observed the council member with disdain. "If you have something to say, say it in the Caves, not in private, as you well know by now, after your many years in service to this colony. Twenty years, is it? Shame if you never made it to twenty one."_

_Voranoth took the threat seriously, and backed up, head inclined to his Warhawk. Aranon could smell his anger coming off in rolling waves._

_"Goodnight__.__" Aranon said with agonizing politeness, then took wing to his mountain nest._

_Like he expected, Tempest was waiting for him, getting ready to sleep. She raised her head when he alighted on the ledge, then came under the overhang. "Finally. I feared you'd be entrapped with the council for the rest of the night."_

_Aranon crept into the nest with her, settling down with his mate. "Torok would never allow for them to __drag__ out like that."_

_"Quite true," Tempest chirred, shuffling closer to her mate so that his side was against her own. It was dark now, the pale moon lent her light down to the Cresent Isle, but none could reach where they were._

_"Tempest," Aranon said softly, "I'm so glad you waited for me." He nuzzled the side of her head with his own, breathing softly on her scales. "Goodnight."_

_"Goodnight."_

* * *

><p>"<em>Toothless<em>!"

The Night Fury's eyes snapped open in alarm, and his head bolted up to find the source of the noise in the dark room. It was Hiccup, who was curled up tight on his bed, the blankets twisted around him. Toothless bounded across the room to his pup, nudging the boy.

Hiccup was still asleep, and was trapped in a nightmare, his face twisted in pain as he jolted his leg, waking him.

Toothless was right beside him, having climbed up onto the bed, accidentally knocking the pair of crutches to the ground. Hiccup threw his arms up around his dragon's neck, making himself as small as possible against Toothless's chest, shamelessly whimpering. "There was so much fire, Toothless, so much. It hurts all over again."

The Night Fury blew warm air from his nostrils into the boy's choppy hair, then nuzzled his boy's head. "No more fire. There's nothing to hurt you. I promise." Hiccup gripped tighter against the drake's neck. "I promise," He said again, tucking his head behind the boy's back.

They stayed like that for gods knew how long, the only other sound to be heard in the house was Stoick's thunderous snores. The thing that had helped the dragon sleep through it before was the mead he had drunk the night before. But very soon the snoring ceased, and Stoick appeared in the doorway, peering in. He looked confused to see his son to be crying into the neck of a dragon.

Toothless glared at the chieftain. _Where were you when your own pup cried out?_ The Viking's brow furrowed at the Night Fury. The drake's message was clear. _You're not needed now._ Stoick became a shadow, and disappeared again with surprising silence.

Hiccup eventually fell back into his uneasy sleep, and the drake left the room once he was sure the boy wasn't going to wake anytime soon. As he passed the chieftain's room down the stairs, he couldn't hear any snores, which indicated that the man was lying awake.

The Night Fury knocked the door open with his claw, then exited into the crisp morning air. It wasn't sunrise yet, so the town was dead quiet as he slithered his way up the side of the house and up on top of the figurehead. He sighed as he sank on his belly.

When was the last time he had slept a night outdoors? He had to think awhile before he came to realising the last full night was the night before their nasty run-in with Astrid in the smithy when the saddle hook bent.

"About damn time."

Toothless whipped his head up to see Celine who had camouflaged herself against the roof, downwind of the figurehead. "Celine?"

"Who else? Stulte?" She snorted, "I've been on here all night."

He blinked, "Whatever for?"

"Nobody on the peak will shut up, so I came here." She said, "And I'm going to sleep."

"Don't let me keep you." Toothless said, watching her settle down again. He looked up, surveying the stars as Celine mumbled in her sleep. At this time of year, the Ravenheart family's constellation would be over the Crescent Isle, their ancestors would be honoured as the stars of their spirits lit the sky for the colony. That would mean if he craned his neck to the side, he could see the same stars. On Berk, a different constellation shone, the stars of the Silverhelm family – Tempest's ancestors. There didn't look to be any new additions, but sometimes it was hard to tell sometimes – their brightness in the sky reflected their brightness in life.

Tempest was as bright as they came, in his eyes, and it was a relief to him that there were no new stars to her family's constellation.

"Celine?"

"Dear gods, what?"

"Do you think the Red Death got an afterlife?"

Celine snorted, "In Helheim. It's where she deserves to be." Toothless thought on that for a while in silence, keeping his eyes on the Silverhelm constellation as it dulled into the sunrise.

"Well damn it. You kept me up," Celine grumbled.

"No need to be bitter about it, you spoke fist. If you hadn't spoken, you could've had the security of me not knowing you were there," Toothless retorted. "Now you're stuck with me."

"Joy."

"Shut up."

On the far end of the village, Burp the baker was starting up the fire of his oven for the bread he would be making. The rest of the village was slow to wake up, but the prospective frost and the promise of food made them get up and go about their duties. Toothless almost felt the need to go do something himself, but he had to remember that he had no job to do. He wasn't the Second any longer, so he could actually relax among the bustling community.

He wasn't too sure how he felt about that quite yet.

Some Terrors were assembled on a roof farther down the hill, and were breaking into a harmonized song, but struggled to stay together on a tune, because they weren't able to choose which one to settle on.

"I'm never going to get any sleep around here. This whole village is mad." Celine growled, "And everyone in it, too."

"Including you," Toothless added offhandedly. Celine hissed at him, then slithered away to be alone. "Watch for the wolves, they're pretty nasty." Toothless chirred, sliding off of the figurehead, his source of entertainment gone. He'd probably have to check in on Hiccup again, and make sure the boy at least had gotten out of bed with some decency to his name. Hiccup was too independent to try to ask his father for help, and Stoick would still be uncomfortable around his wakeful son. There had been so many awkward silences in their conversation the night before, a Nightmare could've flown clear through.

The Night Fury pushed through the front door, only to see Stoick leaning over the fire, trying to coax the hearth to life. Toothless watched for a while until it was too painful to continue, so he darted a small blue flame into the heart of the wood stack.

The chief jumped back in surprise, astonished still on the fact that the flame wasn't directed at him. The image of their first face-to-face encounter probably flashed across the man's mind, making him wary of the dragon. Toothless could accept that it would be a sore point for a while.

Toothless brushed past him and headed up the stairs to Hiccup's room. The boy was sitting on the edge of his bed, face downcast as his knuckles whitened from his grip on the bed. The Night Fury cooed, snapping the boy out of his reverie. "Hey bud," he said wearily. The dragon could see Hiccup lower his bandaged stump, then stop when his knees were equal distance from the floor. "I can almost swear it's still there," he whispered, "I can feel it, but I can't see it."

The Night Fury could remember the phantom of his tailfin. The feeling was so horrible; his body trying to convince his mind that the missing part was still there, although it wasn't. He had to deal with the distrust of his own body. He could sympathise with his human.

"Can you get me my crutches, Toothless?"

The crutches had fallen over, away from the bed, when Toothless got on the bed earlier that morning, and Hiccup wasn't able to reach them now, so Toothless tried his hardest to pick them up. Unfortunately, his mouth was incapable of picking up the sanded sticks; the most he could do was nudge them towards the bed with his nose. Hiccup strained forward, snatching them off the floor with a huff. "Thanks, bud," he said, propping himself into a stand, "let's face the day, shall we?"

* * *

><p>Toothless and his boy were ringing around the village when Stormfly flew over, no Astrid on her back, and dropped down next to them. "Toothless."<p>

"Stormfly," he acknowledged.

"A dragon came in – she's not staying for long, but she has something you might want to hear."

"I'm coming – where is she?"

"The nest village square over, by the smithy," Stormfly replied, "but you have to hurry; she looks like she doesn't want to be here long. She's very uncomfortable around the humans."

Toothless told her to go ahead of him to keep the she-dragon newcomer there, then questioned his boy as to if his assistance was still needed, but the pup waved him away, "Go ahead, I've got these crutches." He didn't need to be told twice. He bolted away to the square, where he could see Stormfly and Meatlug with the messenger.

She was a golden Nadder, but she skittered and muttered, acting unlike he had ever known Nadders to act like. Her composure was a mess. The place was cleared of people, probably because his two familiars had driven them away.

When the she-dragon caught sight of Toothless, she gave what sounded like a mix between a laugh and a strangled cry. "A Night Fury! Oh thank the gods!" as he neared as a faster pace, a flash of recognition flashed in her eyes, "Warhawk Nightstar!"

Toothless flinched at the use of his old name. He spoke, bewildered, "What? Do – do I know you?"

She did her best to compose herself. "I won't presume that you remember me – I am from the Roman Isles, you saved our colonies from ruin during the civil unrest." She shook her head, remembering her purpose for her rush. "But you must help us again, now!"

Toothless avoided the stares from Stormfly and Meatlug. "Why? Your colonies are peaceful now."

A high pitched whine came from the she-dragon, "There are no colonies left, Warhawk! That is why I beg of you for your help! We have been scattered by the humans."

Toothless's eyes narrowed. "Tell me."

"Humans came from the sea – they drove us off, but not the Children of Night – they…" she struggled with the next word, forcing it from her throat, "slaughtered them. All of them!"

Toothless's gut twisted, then turned to ice. "That's… impossible!" he whispered. "Did they not retaliate?"

"They did! And it ended the Night Children. There were too many humans, and too many of the backup forces from the other species fled in fear of their own lives." She told no lie. He could see it in her eyes. He wanted so badly not to believe her. "I implore you to finish what business you have with these _humans_ and rally your Warshades to assist us in retaking our Isles," The Nadder pleaded with him, "or help me convince the Northern Colonies to help."

Toothless exchanged glances with Stormfly and Meatlug. They both looked to be questioning him, though what he wanted was some reassurance from their end. He sighed, "You are brave, sister, to land on a human island, but I cannot help you." He slid his tail into view, and the Nadder understood immediately. "You can wait until a storm comes and hope that it blows you to my home, and seek help from the Leader and the council, but it will be safer for you to fly north. But they do not easily give up warriors, so do not expect them to.

"I am sorry for the loss of your home," Toothless said, bowing his head, "but I cannot help you, except offer you safety here."

"You care not for your own kin? Come with me."

"I do care for them!" He hissed, "I would if I could get off the damned ground, but I can't!" Toothless took a second to compose himself. "I can only give you my blessing. Let my colony know I live, and I am awaiting them."

The Nadder lowered her head respectfully. "I apologize for my careless words, Warhawk. I will carry your message as best I can." She then raised her wings to prepare for departure. "I will try to get it to the Northern Colony within the year."

"Gods speed." He said to her, exchanging nods.

Then she lifted off, heading straight north.

"Toothless," Stormfly growled, "What the Hel was that?"

The Night Fury took notice once again of the Nadder and Gronckle, who were both shooting him strange looks. "I'll tell you later."

* * *

><p>Hiccup had joined the others for breakfast in the hall, and Toothless lay beside the table, close enough that Hiccup could reach over and rub his ears. If he did, Toothless didn't notice; he was too busy thinking about the Roman she-dragon's message.<p>

If the Roman Isle Colonies had dispersed, and all the Night Furies had been killed, that would mean that the belly of Night Fury territory was torn wide open, and if the humans continued their violence north, they would hit the locations of the independent nests on the coastline.

If the humans originated from the inlet by the Roman Isle Colonies, then their supplies would only stretch that far. They would be hard pressed to make it any farther north than those nests, but if they resupplied along the coast, they did have a possibility of reaching the Crescent Isle. But the chance was so slim of them actually knowing of the location was enough to have the thought dismissed.

The Northern Colony was only in the position to assist, since their nests were all deep in the glaciers, their only contact with the ocean being fishing and recreation – they had a perfectly defendable position against the sea attacks the Nadder described. He hoped that they would agree to help rebuild and reorganize the Roman Colonies. Toothless sighed. _If only they didn't have such lengthy debates._

Toothless lay his head down on the floor.

The phalanxes from his home probably hadn't responded to this disaster. Sending messengers to the Crescent Isle was very dangerous in the best of weather, since the Isle was so hard for those who didn't live there to find. They were most likely completely unaware of it.

Even if they had responded and joined the fight, they weren't accustomed to fighting humans. They Warshades and the other fighters had never had the need to – and that was probably what the Roman Isle Colonies had fallen so quickly and easily – that, and poor organization and ill preparedness.

Toothless suddenly felt his head being stroked by Hiccup's hand. He looked up forlornly, meeting the boy's eyes, "So many died."

"You not feeling good, bud?" Hiccup asked concernedly, his brows furrowing. _No_. He wasn't feeling very well. The thought of so many of his kind being slaughtered made his stomach twist unpleasantly and his hide crawl. He whined, closing his eyes. He didn't want Hiccup to worry over him – Nótt knew the boy had enough before him to worry about.

Snotlout snickered, "Weak dragon." This earned him a solid elbow to the ribs from Astrid and a glare from Fishlegs.

"No," Hiccup said, "he's far from weak. He's..." the boy struggled to voice the emotion he knew the dragon to have, "upsetly worried."

"That's not a feeling," Tuffnut asked, "is it?"

Hiccup ignored the speculation, only stroking the Night Fury behind his ears. "Let's head off, bud. I think I know what'll make you feel better."

Toothless rumbled in agreement, standing up and helping the boy balance on his crutches. They excused themselves from the table and left the Great Hall, made the long journey down the stairs, and made a slow progress to the Smithy. Neither made any attempt to communicate verbally; Hiccup probably could sense the drake's feelings of worry coming off of him in waves.

Hiccup shouldered through the curtain door in a side entrance, into where the smelter squatted in the corner. Right next to the entrance was another curtained door, which Hiccup entered, hardly allowing the dragon to gather himself. To Toothless's chagrin, the door was too small for him to get through; the best he could manage was to stick his head in.

The room was long and narrow, a desk was crammed against the wall in the corner with a shelf and two stools, and there was a neat stack of papers on the desk, as well as a gathering of charcoal sticks.

There was a clutter of pictures on the wall, some resembled the Viking's contraptions, but quite a few were in the drake's likeness, some were bare more than chicken scratch, others detailed to the scale.

Toothless stared at them with interest until Hiccup finally spoke up. "This is my space, where I designed your tail. And it looks like..." he picked up a bundle of paper, "Gobber borrowed these to make your new one." The boy smiled at toothless, then the papers. "But he didn't use any of the extra notes that I didn't write down, and that's what we'll do now."

"The saddle is in the back by the water barrels... should be in one piece... can you bring it bud?" the boy requested, grabbing his apron off its hook and picking up a tool from the table after trying the apron behind his back.

Toothless reversed out of the room, then went back to the water barrels, leaving the boy to sift through his notes. Getting them back into their messy normalcy wouldn't be a challenge for Hiccup.

It wasn't hard to find the saddle; it was so long and flashy that he'd have to be half blind to miss it. It was tucked in beside the wall of the Smithy and the tool bench. He took hold of the pleated leather and pulled it out, dragging the rest of it behind him on his way back to the human's room, or at least right outside it.

It was easier for Hiccup to sit on the ground; so that was his next task. Then he assisted with the position of the harness.

Hiccup wanted to adjust the saddle straps, which the Night Fury admitted felt tight during their last flight. "I'll have to ask Gobber for more leather, and flatter links – don't want them cutting into you, do we?" He asked, patting the chest strap on the harness, marking two lines on it with his charcoal stick, "Lengthen it that much..." he muttered.

Then he pulled the harness past him, so the end of the rig was by him. Hiccup splayed out the fin on his lap. He wordlessly motioned for the Night Fury's tail for comparison, and the drake gave it, allowing the boy to pull the living limb into place to measure it against the fin that Gobber had constructed off of Hiccup's old drawings.

"He didn't check my book," Hiccup said, "Everything is too small, and by more than last time- you've gotten bigger again, bud. It's off hardly more than a finger width, but it'll be enough to throw off your balance. That, and I'll have to grind down those rings."

Toothless purred proudly. Night Furies didn't grow very quickly or very much once they were his age, most growth slowing after the second year – at this point he probably never would be as large as Torok, but he might be close.

"Hiccup? What'cha doing in here?" Both the heads of the human and Night Fury snapped to the voice, which belonged to none other than Gobber the Belch, who stood in the doorway of the Smithy. "You should be restin'."

Hiccup smiled sheepishly, nervously handling the tail fins, both living and inanimate. "Just checking the measurements on the tail – it it's not fitted properly it can hurt Toothless's spine, and throw off our balance."

"You sure about tha'?" Gobber asked. "He looked fine when you two flew the other day." The Viking leaned over the counter, hitting the windows in order to open them. Light spilled into the Smithy from the village, as well as a flood of sound from the square.

Hiccup looked up, "The saddle twists on his neck, which makes me lean, which will hurt his back." He took hold of the chest strap again, showing Gobber the marks he had drawn. "You didn't look through my book – if you had, you would've known to lengthen this strap by a hand width, shave down the links, and that my original estimates on his tail were off by three finger widths."

Gobber made an impressed whistle, "Tha's pretty close though."

"Not close enough," Hiccup replied, "like I said, it could hurt him if the craftsmanship is too shoddy." He noticed Gobber's expression, as if the man was insulted. "But you made the connecting rod better than I did – and the saddle is very nice. I didn't know you could do leather stitching."

Toothless chirred. The boy was sucking up to his mentor – it worked, the Night Fury knew, because the Viking just chuckled, then went around the back of the Smithy, still visible, but his voice was muffled when he spoke a while later.

"By the way, Stinker is gone."

Hiccup smirked, "Of course she is. You never feed her." Toothless raised a lazy head at that. He had yet to encounter anyone named 'Stinker' on Berk.

"She was s'posed to eat mice – damn terrible mouser she is." So Stinker was a cat.

Hiccup was now working at removing the chest strap, snapping the stitching with a curved tool that looked like a tiny scythe. "Mousers can't just live on their catch, especially now with the dragons about. Leave her some eel. The dragons won't touch it, I guarantee."

"Of course ye do – yer a guru on the subject, I s'pose?" The Viking challenged, turning around. A sparkle was in the man's eyes. He came back to where the boy and dragon where on the ground, wiping his prosthetic with a rag.

Hiccup could sense the trap, it seemed, because he set down his work also. "I would never compare to you, oh might Gobber the Belch, lord of dragons!"

The Viking scowled, "Oh, shut up."

Toothless's ears pricked up. These two must be very comfortable around each other, to use sarcasm and rude comments so brazenly. As they continued their witty conversation, the Night fury could tell they were very close, almost like a father and son. Very soon, though, their conversation turned back to the subject of Stinker.

"Tha' bloody cat is never coming back."

"Give her a few days of me being back here."

"Bah!"

That ended it quickly. After the conversation ended with a series of huffs from Hicup and grunts from Gobber.

The smith coaxed the embers in the forge to life, gently allowing the flames to dance in licks and flickers, feeding them with tinder and then coals. It was quiet in the forge except for the snapping of the tinder, the scratching of the charcoal pencil, and the hollow thunking of Gobber's peg leg whenever he took a step. It was nice.

"I'm going to do the metalwork on this harness," Gobber stated suddenly, "until you get better. You will put down the orders on whate'r you need for it; Mrs. Ingerman did the stitching on the saddle, she can probably refit the tail cloth too."

Hiccup's mouth curved into a smile, "Thanks, Gobber."

Toothless lent his own grin for the smith, which made Hiccup's own split wider. The boy bent his head down, but it was too late to hide it from the older Viking. It was a moment of smiles for them all.

* * *

><p>It was growing dark again that night when Toothless was going through the village.<p>

Small slivers of light came through the tight shutters of the houses, casting themselves out on the ground. It was relatively quiet, compared to the village during the day, since everybody had turned in early to catch on up sleep lost the night before, during the party.

Hiccup was in bed also, but toothless was almost sure that the boy had lit the bedside candle after he had left, so he could draw in his small book. Toothless was alright with that – he didn't want Hiccup to have nightmares if he wasn't there to wake him up.

Some dragons were settled on rooftops for the night as well, and didn't even notice the ebony dragon as he slinked through the shadows the moon managed to cast. Toothless made it all the way to the Ingerman barn without being noticed, but was caught off guard when the door opened for him, pushed open by Stormfly. "I could smell you coming – the wind blows against the mountain." The Night Fury's ears twitched in annoyance. He thought he could get all the way there without being detected. He went in with her anyway.

Everyone was in the barn, nestled in the straw. Hookfang was stretched around the back, his tail flicking Belch in the noise casually. Meatlug was next to the disgruntled Zippleback, amiably keeping the dragon from pouncing on the Nightmare.

Stormfly fixed him with her eyes, "Are you going to tell us what happened this morning?"

"What is there to tell?" Toothless asked, avoiding her eyes.

"You became a completely different dragon there," Meatlug answered, "And you sounded like you knew what she was talking about. She's Roman – they never talk sense."

"And she addressed you very formally," Stormfly joined back in.

"It _was_ my name," Toothless replied carefully, "More dragons know my by it than my current name."

"Your name was 'Warhawk'?" Hookfang asked. Toothless scowled. So Stormfly and Meatlug had filled them in on their conversation.

"That was the title."

"What for?" Barf asked.

Toothless winced. He should've expected that. "It's a military term. Interchangeable with 'Second'."

"Damn it," Stormfly hissed.

"I knew it," Meatlug said triumphantly, "You were wrong, Stormfly."

"What is this?" Toothless asked incredulously.

"Oh, you see," said Meatlug, "we had this wondering if you were important before you came here. I see the way you make decisions, and I thought 'yes', and Stormfly didn't think so."

"You are all still insane."

"We know," Barf and Belch responded cheekily in unison, settling further into the straw.

"So you actually were important." Hookfang chirred, "Can't imagine why you would want to be a Warhawk."

"You're familiar with Warhawks – and Night Fury politics?" Toothless asked skeptically. Hookfang didn't have the patience for politics, definitely not Night Fury politics.

"I know enough," Hookfang replied, "Those idiots from the Northern Colonies couldn't help but keep sticking their muzzles in on our colony to the point they're no longer welcome." Toothless was genuinely interested, he couldn't remember a time where they were allowed to meddle with other colonies unless they were intervening in a conflict situation. He asked how long ago it was, and Hookfang snorted, "Thirty somewad winters ago – when I was a yearling."

Toothless never would've guessed that Hookfang was nearly so old – but it was a good for him to know these things.

"We have a question," Barf said, "A speculation –"

"- of sorts." Belch tilted his head to the side, "Do you still see yourself as a Warhawk?"

Toothless eyed them. Their intelligence was staring to come out, just the way he wanted, but their questions seemed to lean to be more philosophical than practical. "A Warhawk never retires, unless the leader is killed. My leader is very strong, and not likely to die or lose a fight any time soon. So I too, will be Warhawk until the day he does."

"You haven't answered my question," Barf stated.

"Do _you_ think yourself a Warhawk?" Belch continued.

Toothless looked Barf and Belch in the eyes in turn.

"Yes."

The Zippleback leaned back into their straw bed, "Think on it, Toothless."

And he did.

* * *

><p><strong>That's it for now, but don't worry! I'm dedicated in bringing you another chapter in twoish-threeish-heavens-forbid-fourish-slap-me-with-a-fish-if-it-goes-over-five weeks (if it goes over that I put it up to you guys to find my body).<strong>

**And (because I was told there has to be some sort of moral value that doesn't pertain to dragons) stay in school, hugs not drugs, and take a walk - it's beautiful out!**


	32. Back in the Sky

**HAHAHA! Two-ish weeks it was! Man, I'm proud. Enjoy the chapter!**

* * *

><p>"I've got it... I got it!" Hiccup stood up on his own, crutches absent from his hands. He gave a tentative laugh, "I... Toothless, I'm standing!"<p>

Toothless's ears raised in interest. The boy was certainly standing, though it was shaky, and he was relying heavily on his right leg.

The two of them had risen early with the singing Terrible Terrors, the human was adamant that he try to stand without his father or the healer trying to stop him, so the Night Fury had to go downstairs to retrieve the prosthetic for Hiccup, trying not to wake Stoick the Vast.

The drake stood to the side, ready to dart in and catch Hiccup if his efforts failed, but the boy was proving quickly that he was adept at adapting to his wood and metal attachment.

Hiccup took a brave swing of his leg, afraid to bend his knee. His breathing hitched when it hit the ground, as he half expected the spring to give out beneath him. He brought his other foot forward with a sigh of relief. The dragon let out a breath he didn't know he held. Hiccup grinned, "I half expected to fall flat on my face there – you did too, didn't 'cha?"

Toothless snorted indignantly. He did not think that would happen, but it would've been a lie to say he wasn't prepared for it. "You were doing fine."

Hiccup scowled. "You're probably lying. I can see it." Toothless shook his head vigorously in protest, but the boy would have none of it, making a '_pfft'_ noise, blowing his hair from his forehead. "Then help me keep going."

The Night Fury rolled his eyes, then came around the boy to be closer, so that Hiccup's hand just barely hovered over his neck. The boy wouldn't want to rely on the dragon unless he absolutely had to, and Toothless wasn't going to force him to.

"You know," Hiccup said, taking another small step forward, "This might be hard to get used to, but you couldn't give me a better project. I mean –" another step – "Gobber is the only other person who can make himself a new foot out of metal. That means I can design my own – completely original!" They were close to the door when Hiccup turned around to go back to the bed. "It will stop me from destroying half the village…" he sat down on the edge of his bed, "again."

The Night Fury chirred at that. The boy was a klutz, and it wouldn't surprise the dragon if the rest of the village was relieved that Hiccup's days of trying to invent weapons were over.

"You're so mean, Toothless." Hiccup said in a hurt tone.

Toothless rolled his eyes again, "Go back to sleep, pup. You'll need all of the rest you can get." He nuzzled his boy further onto the bed. Hiccup begrudgingly lay down and pulled his blanked up to his shoulder, muttering to himself about stupid dragons who were pushier than mules. The Night Fury returned to his own area on the floor, humming blissfully.

* * *

><p>Hiccup was gone.<p>

How he managed to do it was still beyond Toothless, but what he could comprehend was that the boy had disappeared without a trace. He must have been very quiet while sneaking out of the room; the prosthetic's sounds should've been enough to alert the dragon the Hiccup was up and about.

Toothless had finished his investigation of the room, so he squeezed out of the bedroom door and jumped to the lower floor of the home.

The fire was crackling the hearth, closely attended by Goldfin. Toothless had learned not too long before, that the girl was Gothi's assistant. She was hardly into her twelfth winter, and yet from what he understood, her life was already dedicated to being the next healer. It probably had to do with the destruction that her older siblings, Ruff and Tuff, inflicted on the village. An apology, perhaps.

She shuffled at the logs with the metal poker, sending sparks flying when one broke apart and dropped onto the embers. She smiled pleasantly at the drake before she was called off to assist her mentor, who was tending to Hiccup on one of the chairs.

The boy smiled and laughed sheepishly, "Look who came over, bud – ow!" The healer tapped her staff angrily with an open hand. She was clearly annoyed at the obvious signs of Hiccup walking on it before she said he could.

Goldfin hopped up to Hiccup, "Gothi doesn't want you putting too much strain on it – but other than that, it looks like it's healing well." Gothi started to draw in the sand that was still in the house from the past few weeks, and her pupil dutifully translated. "But you can start using just one crutch, and keep Toothless close by… and… you can use the fake foot all of the time now."

Hiccup's expression lightened considerably, "Really? That's awesome!" He looked to Toothless, "Hear that, bud? Maybe we'll be allowed to go flying soon!"

The Night Fury chirruped excitedly. Flight sounded fantastic to him, and he knew Hiccup was impatient to be back amongst the clouds as well.

As soon as the prosthetic went back on, Hiccup stood up slowly by Gothi's leave, taking only one crutch that rested against the table. Toothless turned to allow the boy to lead out of the hall and outdoors.

The outdoors were bright that day, and was once again bustling with activity.

A pair of Nadders darted past, playfully chirping and squawking after each other as they went farther down the hill. Toothless looked up to see that Hiccup was smiling at them, eyes following their progress. He probably wouldn't be smiling if he heard what they were saying – of course; it brought a chirr from Toothless's throat.

Apparently Mildew had somehow made it past the Grapple Grounders and down the mountain, into the village. But he couldn't have gotten past them without having sustained some sort of injury – or the Grounders had become bored of holding the old man hostage.

Toothless steered Hiccup down the hill to where the Nadders had gone. The boy was unaware of the source of excitement from the Nadders, but he hobbled around with Toothless into the village anyways.

It was quite the sight.

The crotchety old man was in the thick of the village, and was shouting at the top of his lungs to the passersby, though they generally paid him little to no heed as they went about their daily tasks.

"I'm telling you – those devils trapped me on the far side of the mountain!" Mildew tried to grab the arm of a burly man, named Hoark, to get his attention, but Hoark growled and shook the old man off.

"And they should've kept you there," he muttered as he passed Toothless and his boy. He gave a small wave of acknowledgement to Hiccup.

"They have to go!" Mildew screamed.

A little boy, Tadpole, ran up to Mildew, Wolfpelt trailing him. Tadpole looked up at Mildew's ugly scowl with wide eyes, then suddenly stomped down on the old man's foot.

Mildew howled as the boy ad Nadder darted away, he angrily nursed his foot, making as much noise and complaints as possible, though nobody took the time to care for the geezer.

"Chilly reception," Hiccup noted dryly. The Night Fury snorted. "Come on, bud, somebody has to stop him before he embarrasses us all." Hiccup weaved through the flow of Vikings on his single crutch and prosthetic, Toothless helped a bit, until they reached Mildew. "Hey… uh… Mildew, why don't you just move on to complain to my Dad – he'll sort out your problems like always."

Mildew's eyes narrowed. "You! This is exactly what you wanted, isn't it? Dragons high and low?!"

Hiccup was taken aback. "Well, yes, this is, uh, exactly what I wanted," he said, slowly becoming smaller and smaller under the weight of Mildew's seething. "Yah… dragons."

"You should've thought about the consequences before you killed the Red Death you brat!" Mildew yelled, then he stomped off, "I'm going to bring this to the chief!"

Hiccup exhaled. "Mission accomplished. I think I'd rather face a thousand Nightmares before having to talk to him again." Then he grinned, "Now Dad has to deal with him… that'll be eventful." Hiccup turned around to go with the general flow of Vikings, out of the square.

They continued down the slope of the village together, narrowly escaping being carried away by a flock of sheep, being hit by a runaway cart of vegetables, and being flattened by a falling wall. The wall was understandable though – it looked like it was going to be part of a new addition to the already sprawling Thorston hall, and the Vikings were still getting the hang of building with the help of dragons. And the dragons seemed to be even worse at it than the Vikings.

Toothless and Hiccup nearly made it down to the forge before another inevitable catastrophe barreled in front of them in the form of Celine and another Grapple Grounder, this one pine green with shimmering gold bands. Toothless put himself protectively between them and his human.

The two of them skidded across the square, their plates driving grooves into the dirt, and cursing worse than a Unicorn and Pukwudgie put together.

Celine kicked violently at the male's side, knocking him away. "Royden, you useless _nitamba_!" She straightened out of her looping coils, "You had one damn job to do, and you botched it!" Toothless's ear's pricked up. Royden – that was the name of Celine's brother. "One _kama_, _manda_!"

Royden spat something back in their native tongue, angrily composing himself from the heap that his sister had kicked him into. The two siblings bickered back in forth in rapid-fire Hindi, Celine sometimes slipped in and out of the northern language and the tongue of her people, only allowing Toothless to pick up their argument in snatches as he tried to bring Hiccup around them to the smithy, giving the Grounders a wide berth.

"Toothless!" Celine snapped, "Don't you slither off just yet."

"Please don't drag me into this."

"He let Mildew off the mountain!"

"Lost him!" Royden stated vehemently, stomping his hind foot. His accent was thick, and he obviously struggled with the northern language.

"Lost him!" Celine mocked, "How in _Naraka_'s name did you lose one who smells as strongly as that old human?!"

"In Royden's defense, if Mildew hardly ever leaves his side of the mountain anyways, his scent path would be rather muddled, wouldn't it?" Toothless said offhanded, but then cringed when Celine growled fiercely at him. "But don't you think it was time to let the old man get away to complain another day? You've tormented him quite a bit, and he's giving the chieftain heck for it."

Celine snorted, "Either way, Royden wasn't doing his job." With that, she smacked her brother in the back of the head with her tail, then flew off in a whirlwind of annoyance.

Royden stayed low to the ground, then addressed Toothless, "Only _Svarga_ knows the pain of having Celine as…" he struggled to find the word, "friend. Thank you for… uh… keeping her safe."

"She really didn't give me much choice, my friend."

* * *

><p>The fire was blazing in the Smithy; Gobber was using it to forge a monstrous double sided battleaxe. Toothless winced at every fell of the hammer, but Hiccup continued without pause to his little workspace to retrieve the saddle and newest model of the tail rig. "Let's go get this on you, bud," he said, nervously eyeing the front door as if he expected Celine to come barreling back, "out this side."<p>

Toothless chirred, following his human out the side door of the Smithy, then allowed Hiccup to belt the saddle on – now the straps were comfortable – and the rig was set up on his side and clipped down onto his tail. The balance definitely was better, and closer to Hiccup's original design.

"Is that good, bud?" Hiccup asked, giving it all the once over. The Night Fury cooed in response, and his boy nodded, "Wanna try it out?" Toothless start at that. Hiccup might be back on his feet, but that was only just given clearance by Gothi. Hiccup slapped the dragon's neck, exclaiming loudly, obviously in hopes of Gobber hearing him: "Oh, you cruel and ruthless reptile, you have forced me to go!" He slipped on his own harness over his wiry frame and said out loud again, "Shame on you!"

The drake warily lowered his wing for the boy to mount, and quickly was reacquainted with the weight of Hiccup on his neck. Hiccup dropped the crutch on the ground, then took an excruciatingly long time to get his prosthetic locked into the stirrup properly. All the while, he muttered about how stupidly the thing was designed, and how badly he had to change it later.

Luckily, the Smithy back up to a cliff that faced fair winds from the sea, so the dragon wouldn't have to pump his wings too much in order to get up in the air.

Toothless trotted forward, then launched himself in the air.

The wind caught his outstretched wings, lifting him instantly into the sky.

It felt so heavenly to be back in the sky, reading each other's minds in flight to move seamlessly as one entity. The updraft from the ocean lifted them up over the village and back, so that all the structures sprawled out beneath them like haphazard blocks. Hiccup laughed at the sight of everyone so small below them. "I've never seen the village like this in daylight!" Hiccup yelled over the wind, "Oh man."

Up here, Toothless could see the sheepherder children rounding up the sheep with their dogs to move them from the night time pastures. It was the only job that dragons hadn't replaced regular animals in, mainly because singed wool didn't sell well at market, and having large, fire breathing reptiles herding the sheep would end in catastrophe for all.

"Toothless, I see Astrid! We should go say hi!" Hiccup directed them to starboard, out to sea, where Stormfly and Astrid were flying, looping and twisting in the sky in aerial acrobatics.

The Night Fury flew for a full klick before they caught up to the pair. "Ho, Stormfly!" He called out, pulling easily next to her, wingtip to wingtip. "What are you two doing out here?"

"Flying, of course!" She chirped back, swaying from her course with the wind, curling away from him, "Astrid and I are getting better at flying with each other – we still have some kinks to work out."

"Like what?" Toothless asked, "You two are great!" The same conversation was occurring between their two riders, but a bit slower.

"She keeps," Stormfly paused for a moment as Astrid readjusted herself, "slipping. My scales are too slick for her to stay on for long without a rope."

"I keep slipping Hiccup, I have to keep readjusting," Astrid said.

Hiccup thought for a moment, allowing Toothless to go into a small turn towards a lone standing sea stack. "I don't think you'll ever need to have a saddle like Toothless and I – nothing is stopping Stormfly from flying by herself." The Night Fury and Nadder alighted on the sea stack, and their riders dismounted.

Hiccup cursed while he figured how to take his leg out of the stirrup. He laughed about it as soon as it was out, but glared at it when Astrid wasn't looking.

He hopped awkwardly away from Toothless, now that he was missing his crutch, so he sat down on the sparse grass that grew on the stack. It was mainly stiff sand and rocks that sat on top of the pillar. He gave a small caught when Astrid sat down next to him.

"So, if she doesn't need a saddle like Toothless, what should I do?"

Hiccup tilted his head, "You could, uh, probably just put some leather patches on the insides of your... thighs." He coughed, "Rough side out; it would keep you from slipping."

"Hey, Hiccup, that's a great idea!" Astrid said, taking a generous swing at Hiccup's upper arm with her fist. Hiccup yelped, but she took no notice. "I could sew them to my leggings and wear them whenever!"

"Really?" Hiccup asked in bewilderment, "I didn't know you could sew."

Astrid scowled at him. "Of course I can! I may be a shield maiden but I can still be a woman." She pulled up a small tuft of grass, "Dumb boy."

"Hey!"

Stormfly chirred off to the side to Toothless, who was starting to sprawl out in the sun. "They'll be a great pair someday."

The Night Fury stretched, cracking some vertebrae in his spine, "As what? Mates?" he scoffed.

"Of course," She replied, settling down in the sun next to Toothless. "They'd have marvelous offspring together."

"I'm not going to think about that right now," Toothless said lazily, the euphoria of flight was giving way to his fondness of the sun's yellow warmth. "They are both still pups."

"You'd be surprised how quickly they mate their 'pups', as you call them," Stormfly said, "Remember that I've been around that ring for years – in and out of course – but I've seen their females grow. One year they're in the ring, a few later they're out watching the training, a baby on their hip and another on the way."

"Not Astrid," Toothless said.

"Not at first," Stormfly shot back. "They like each other right now and will probably continue to. What do you know about mating, anyways?" Toothless's back stiffened as she continued. "You've probably never had one before."

"I know more than you think, Stormfly," He said acidly. Tempest. "Or what I let on." He wasn't going to tell Stormfly about Tempest. She was one of the few things special to him, and he felt that the more dragons here he told of her, the more she eased out of his existence. She'd become more of an object to be remembered fondly than a living, breathing, spirited she-dragon who he loved so much his heart ached. Describing her with words did her little justice. One had to behold her to truly understand.

The Nadder eyed him suspiciously, but then decided with her better judgement not to push it, only pursuing the immediate topic of their riders.

"Later in their lives," She said complacently. "They'll be mates."

"Whatever you say, Stormfly." Toothless grumbled, watching the two pups argue in front of them, Hiccup using lots of hand gestures and Astrid constantly flipping her braid.

Not too long before, he had been giving Hiccup pointers on how to get a decent female. Astrid was good. She to be more fun-loving, in the drake's opinion, but Hiccup's selection was smaller than he expected – gods forbid his boy ever took to that she-devil Ruffnut.

Yes, Astrid would do fine for his pup.

"I don't think so... Stormfly's body might not be able to do those manoeuvres – her wings would catch too much on those spirals unless she tucked them in, but then she'd lose momentum." Hiccup drew a rough representation of a Nadder's wing.

Astrid huffed, "Your drawing doesn't prove anything – Stormfly can do that without a doubt. Nadders used that move all the time during the raids, and I could do it with Stormfly – easy!" The girl shot up from her cross legged position. "Stormfly! Let's prove 'im wrong!"

The she-dragon chirped happily, getting up to meet Astrid.

Hiccup moaned, leaning over, "Toothless!"

The Night Fury warbled, getting up also. "Come on – I want to see her prove you wrong." He helped his boy up on his neck. "It will be a humbling moment for both of us."

Stormfly and Astrid, indeed, proved Hiccup very, very wrong. In fact, they were so good that the boy spurred the Night Fury into flight. Toothless barked as he streaked past Stormfly in a happy blur. The boy and dragon where over the females heads.

"We're fantastic!" Toothless cried, tumbling down through the air, one wing half extended to make their descent erratic and twisting. Just before they hit the water, they jerked upward, spraying water in a crescent in front of them and spinning upward until they lost momentum.

Toothless then threw out his wings to catch himself midair, hovering close to where Stormfly and Astrid waited.

Astrid's mouth hung open in awe, but Stormfly just snorted, "So much for 'humbling'."

He neared the Nadder and her rider, "Yes, well, self confidence is good too, right?" he chirred, playfully tipping her wing with his. "Aw, don't be such a sour apple, Stormfly. Don't be an apple dragon."

"Oh my gods. Please don't bring that up ever again," Stormfly said ashamedly, "ever!"

"Hookfang would love it," the Night Fury joked. "Apple dragon!" he chirped, mimicking the aggravating voice of Flame the Terrible Terror. Stormfly chirred along with him.

* * *

><p>The light in the cove had grown to be lighter, somehow, as if the trees no longer remembered how to pass judgement, and the water tumbled without worry.<p>

Other than that, the cover was identical to when he had seen it last. The same melted rocks in the small end, the same tree that tried to climb out of the cove by way of its roots, even the dish-eyed fish that wiggled their lives away in the same circles were comfortingly the same.

Toothless and Hiccup set down together, unaccompanied by any other, on the green patch by the water's edge. The fish scattered at the sudden vibration, splitting the water with ripples on the green surface.

His boy got off smoothly, taking everything slowly. Nothing ever had a good reason to rush in the cove. Hiccup had told Astrid that he was coming here to look for any equipment he may have missed, but Toothless knew that was a lie. Hiccup was tired from all the attention; he wanted to be alone with his companion. Quietly, where they always spent time alone.

He unbuckled the saddle from the drake, lightly scratching at the spots where the leather rubbed uncomfortably.

After a whispered dismissal, Toothless slithered into the pond. The water was colder with the season, but it was still pleasant.

The Night Fury chirped before slipping under the surface into the green tinted water of the pond. Everything was in the same spot as before. Logs, rocks, and the rising bubbles from the waterfall. Even – yes – the catfish's log.

It was time to pay that fish's log a visit again, just for a little payback. He paddled with his forelegs to get closer. He was going to have to breathe soon, but not quite yet.

Toothless positioned himself over the log, carefully lodging his claws into a seam in the sodden wood. With a great heave, he split the log in two, and the giant fish darted out.

The drake pushed off after it, teeth out, and snapped at its tail, just in front of the caudal fin. Toothless sank his teeth deeper into the fish's flesh, countering its attempts to roll out of his grip.

He was running out of breath.

Toothless wretched his head to the side, flinging the catfish up to the surface, though he still had its tail firmly in his mouth.

He made a surge for the surface, although every movement that the catfish made was a hindrance to his efforts.

When he finally broke the surface, Toothless dragged the still living fish onto the shore. Hiccup snapped up from his relaxation with a yell. "Toothless, what in Thor's name are you _doing_?" He exclaimed, cringing back from the slimy fish that the dragon had dredged up.

"Payback." Toothless growled, clubbing the fish repeatedly over the head with a heavy forepaw. "And I need to kill something for myself." It was true. He was tired of others bringing him food, already cold and dead. He needed to be able to beat the warmth from something, and the catfish was perfect.

Finally, the wretched fish stopped wriggling.

"I'm not eating that."

"You don't have to," Toothless replied – "Neither will I. I have no idea what this fish has eaten. And it's oddly squishy." He dragged it off to the side, away from his disgusted human.

The Night Fury returned back to lay behind the boy, laying on his side. He then started to lick the blood from his foreleg, cleaning thoroughly between his claws and scales. He licked and groomed his bloodstained muzzle, rubbing his jaw on the ground for where he couldn't reach with his tongue.

Hiccup wasn't a stranger to the sight of blood, especially on a dragon's muzzle, and so didn't think anything of the fish's blood that rimmed Toothless's mouth.

Toothless wasn't overly concerned with the rest of himself, seeing that his species' mating time was coming to a close, and his mate wasn't anywhere close to him at this point in time. He could go back to being only just presentable, instead of immaculate.

The human leaned back against his friend's side, then sighed. "I miss this, bud. Just you and me, not this whole –" he waved his arms, "- sudden change. I don't have breathing room between the Vikings and the dragons now that they've merged together."

Toothless silently agreed. Berk had turned from being an insane island to being in a constant state of anarchy. And in the sea of madness, there were only a few sane minds that were trying to clear it up. Namely those of the Haddock variety.

"I'm down a leg," Hiccup said quietly, "but... at least I still have you."

Toothless cooed in an attempt to return the statement, slowly curling the sound into a croon. "I will never leave."

Was he still the Warhawk? No. Because Hiccup didn't need him to be.

* * *

><p><strong>Now, since exams are upon me, I won't be getting too much writing done between projects and studying. So yah. Look for my update in late June.<strong>


	33. Trouble of the Dragon Variety

**Hey guys, guess what? I'M NOT DEAD. **

* * *

><p>"I can't believe you're condoning this…"<p>

"I haven't condoned anything – it's not really up to me," Toothless said lightly. Stormfly seemed to wither beside him. "Gothi gave us the go-ahead, so now Hiccup and I can fly guilt free. It would be rude not to invite the others to celebrate."

"Of course, now we worry about the others," Stormfly snorted, "They never seemed to care before now." She shuffled along the roof they were perched on, coincidentally, the Hoffersons'.

It had been a good week since Hiccup had gotten off of his crutches, and Gothi gave them the all-clear on flight – not that they hadn't been out every day with Stormfly and Astrid anyways, but now it was officially alright. But now that they could fly without the others without being 'busted', they were all wanting to do some trick flying also. Apparently it was a pastime that had gone out of practice after they themselves were yearlings, and they were eager to restart. Only, Stormfly was apprehensive to show the others what she could do.

Toothless supposed that it was part of a Nadder's vanity. If she didn't do as well as she hoped, it would put a dent in her pride.

"It'll be fine," he said. He and Hiccup threw that phrase around a lot, usually in situations that had a good chance of going quite badly.

Hiccup and Astrid came into view, and Toothless leaned on Stormfly reassuringly. "You'll be fine."

* * *

><p>It turned out that Hiccup was postponed from the competition due to Gothi doing a completely random check on him, so he and Toothless were later getting to the sea stacks than the others.<p>

They swooped in behind, landing in next to Stormfly. "Okay guys, best trick competition," Hiccup said, "Who's up first?"

Fishlegs raised his hand, about to speak, but Snotlout butted in. "Me!" He exclaimed, throwing his arms up.

Fishlegs scowled behind him, "Actually, I think it's –"

"Me!" Snotlout repeated, turning to face him.

Astrid growled at Snotlout. "Sweet baby Thor in a thunderstorm, _go_!" She angrily pointed out over the water.

"Oh, don't worry, we'll go!" The boy replied, preparing for the leap off of the sea stack, "And when we go, Hookfang and I are gonna light the sky on fire!" The last word stretched out, mostly in result of Hookfang taking an exasperated dive off of the sea stack. "_Oh, no_!"

They all watched in morbid interest, and Toothless wouldn't deny the chirr that came from his throat at the spectacle.

Snotlout sure could scream.

"That boy has a nice set of lungs," Barf said, casually observing the pain that the Nightmare was clearly enjoying. Though the action took a turn for the unexpected when the two dove into the water.

They didn't come back up for quite a while, and it was just as Meatlug was about to say something that they burst out. Hookfang landed with a smug grunt back in his spot on the sea stack.

"That was fun," Hookfang commented. Toothless scoffed and Barf and Belch snickered.

"I'm alive?" Snotlout said, running his hands over his body to check to make sure everything was still there. "I'm alive!" He rejoiced, though everyone else was less than impressed with him. He quickly regained his composure. "Of course I am."

Fishlegs cut in, claiming the next turn should be his. He and Meatlug did… _something_… of a circular nature, which toothless presumed to be a feat for the larger boy – he didn't have a spectacular sense of balance. When they landed, Fishlegs excitedly claimed it to be their personal best.

Stormfly exchanged a look with Toothless. "You've got to be kidding," he said to her, "that you were apprehensive about trying to show them all up."

"Yah…"

"So you've only got myself and Hiccup to worry about."

"Toothless!"

But the Night Fury wasn't giving her a response. He watched the disastrous run of the Zippleback and its riders, cringing at every mistake and mishap, however hilarious it seemed later, is was now that they were all horrified how many near-death experiences they almost witnessed in such a short amount of time.

All in all, it might've passed for a trick of defying death.

"That was bad," Barf stated once they landed.

"Appalling," Belch agreed.

"We almost died!" Ruffnut said, drooping over Barf's neck.

"I know," Tuffnut replied. "Go again?"

"Hey, it's my turn!" Astrid cut in, pointed to herself. She grinned at Hiccup like a sly fox. "You might want to take notes."

"Cocky," Toothless tutted as Stormfly launched off of the sea stack.

Astrid gave very simple commands for what tricks he had in mind, and at this point, it was better for Stormfly to keep in sync with her girl. Nothing too complicated, or they'd be thrown off.

Their first move was what Astrid called a 'tail flip', but was more of Stormfly dragging her tail through the water. That quickly turned into a spiral through the air called a 'barrel roll', but her corkscrews bent upward into some spiral that Hiccup had told Astrid was impossible for Stormfly just the week before.

Altogether, it was very impressive.

They landed back on the stack next between Toothless and Hookfang. Stormfly was solid on her feet, and Astrid looked very smug.

"Yah, but can you do it without the dragon?" Snotlout questioned, earning him a good, hard punch to the shoulder.

Astrid turned back to Hiccup, gesturing for him to go. Hiccup leaned over Toothless's ears and laid a hand on the side of his head. "Looks like we've got our work cut out for us there, bud."

"We can win, easy," Toothless purred.

The Night Fury bunched his muscles in his hindquarters, then leapt from the stack. They looped upwards, then down, parallel to the vertical face of the rock. The wind whistled through his ears as they took the plunge towards the sea, through wispy clouds, flirting with gravity as the water came ever closer.

It was only the last second that the drake's spine curved and wings snapped outward, greeting the salt sea spray that always accompanied his daring flirtation.

Their momentum carried Toothless across the water, belly being flicked by icy spray that his speed whipped up from the ocean.

As soon as it was safe to pull upwards, he peeled to the side and upwards, towards the grouping of other sea stacks that they faced. They wove between some of them to decrease speed some more, to make maneuvering the trickier ones somewhat safer.

The two of them wheeled out behind the grouping, and rocketed to a lone stack that stood out from the rest, and he could feel Hiccup lifted from his neck.

_Wait_! Were they going over or under the arch?! Hiccup's separation from him indicated upwards, but the prosthetic tailfin was directing him downwards. He fought with the tailfin, but it resulted in him making course for just barely under the arch.

Toothless's heart seized when he heard Hiccup's prosthetic clicking out of the harness. Hiccup never did that! He felt the prosthetic slap against the side of his tail.

Hiccup wasn't on his back anymore.

It was hardly for a few seconds, but the sudden absence of the boy's weight made the drake's heart jump up his throat in fright. Hiccup landed back on the saddle as soon as Toothless came out from under the arch, clicking his fake foot back into the harness.

The prosthetic unfurled again, but because Toothless had closed his living one to compensate, the two spiraled upwards after they joined.

The two straightened out again, and Hiccup placed his hand on Toothless's neck again. It didn't do much to slow the drake's wildly beating heart. "Just a bit more," Hiccup whispered, barely audible over the wind.

Toothless tried to calm himself. It was alright. Hiccup was back in the saddle.

He loosed a ball of plasma to ease the tension that was balled up in his gut. Then another, and another, until he was all out of flame. The shots reached the extent of their range, then exploded in coronas of electric blue.

They had clearly won the competition, and even Hiccup said it aloud. "Another win. Good job, bud." They looped back to the sea stack in a spectacular fashion, landing with a thud next to Stormfly.

"You won't be the best for long," Snotlout said haughtily, crossing his arms over his chest. Astrid turned her nose up at him, but Hiccup just shrugged, agreeing that maybe, the twins would catch up soon to himself and Astrid. None but the dragons and Astrid picked up on the thinly veiled insult. Snotlout was just very confused.

It didn't take long for their gathering to disband after that; Hookfang and Barf and Belch went with their riders to try to knock sea stacks off their stands, and Astrid wanted to go see the Terror nest that Fishlegs had found the day before – so it was just Hiccup and Toothless left alone, soaring over the open sea, Berk just a blotch of foreboding on the horizon.

* * *

><p>The village came up quick in their sights, and it wasn't long before Toothless swooped over the main pathway up the hill. It was just as soon as he landed that Hiccup dismounted. It was almost midafternoon, and Toothless hadn't had anything to eat that day, so he had plans to go visit with Celine and get her to retrieve some fish for him from the torches. Hiccup ventured further up the hill, on some business or another.<p>

Toothless turned around and went downhill. Hiccup was capable on his own, and at the moment, the two of them needed some space to work off anything that they still had on their minds from before.

The village was in more of a state of catastrophe than usual, and the inhabitants seemed not to be having the grandest of time.

Toothless dodged a runaway cart, and the dragon that followed behind it: Celine.

She, of course, was being chased by an angry villager. "Goldfleck, get back here!"

Celine darted past Toothless, then dragged her front legs in the dirt to stop. Her back end swung around.

"What did you do now?" Toothless asked her, pausing mid-step.

"I wanted some red meat!" She said, "I had the craving, so I ate some." The Viking, Skolir, was coming in behind fast. It was then that the Night Fury realized that he was being used as a barrier. Celine on one side and Skolir on the other.

"You didn't get into their sheep, did you?"

"Those hairy monstrosities? No. Their wool gets stuck in my teeth," Celine replied distastefully, "I… uh… got into the elk."

"Goldfleck!" Skolir shouted. The name Hiccup gave her sure did get around fast, probably because it was shouted quite often.

"You're in trouble." Toothless said apathetically.

"_Help me Aranon_!" She hissed, pivoting around Toothless as Skolir tried to get around to her.

The Night Fury shook his head, "It's Toothless, and you should face this by yourself. I can't always protect you when you mess something up. To them, I'm just Hiccup's dragon."

"Exactly!" Celine snapped, "The son of the chief, the saviour of this heap of rock, you are his majestic steed! They love you!" Toothless growled, whacking her hind leg with his prosthetic. "Ouch! Hey!" Celine's head reared up, "I can reach the fish!"

Toothless's eyes narrowed. She and all the other dragons knew he was the only one who couldn't get to the elevated fish basins. He was much too small, and didn't have the essential power of flight without Hiccup.

"Oh, you should see the cod. And the haddock. And the nice, juicy salmon."

"How much?" His ear twitched.

"Oh, loads," Celine said slowly, "but… will you help me?"

"Shut up, Celine."

Toothless slipped under Celine's belly, then bolted out to the alley between two family halls. Celine was close behind him, and she bounded up onto the roof to evade Skolir. There was a beat, then the Night Fury scrabbled up after her.

Some shingles shed off of the roof under his claws, but he eventually made it to the crest with her. He glared at her, but she looked quite pleased with herself there, draped like a rope over the wooden roof. "I take that as a 'yes', then," she purred.

Before he could protest Celine rolled off the other side of the roof, batting the drake back to the ground with her tail.

It was bad enough that he had been bribed into this, but there was a crunching noise that made him grimace when he landed on his shoulder and rolled onto his back. He would have to see Hiccup about that sound later.

Right now, though, he was confronted with a snarling Viking. That porcupine beard definitely gave the man the appearance of an angry haystack.

Toothless backed up slowly at first, then bolted down the cart path, to the closest fish basin. Skolir yelled after him as he darted away without as much as a cursory glance back over his shoulder.

Besides, he was just Hiccup's dragon.

* * *

><p>Stuffed with an assortment of fish, the drake was stretched out on the grassy slope outside the Great Hall, basking in the late autumn sun. It was a miracle it was still so warm at this time of year.<p>

Celine had abandoned him after Skolir had found them again. It hadn't taken long, and he hadn't blamed Toothless. The Night Fury had watched passively as the Viking had chased her from there to the other end of the village, until she finally took off and vamoosed back to Raven Point, belly full of both elk and fish and her quota for troublemaking hardly fulfilled.

Toothless stretched out his front legs with a happy rumble. All was well in the world: fish was in his belly, the sun was actually out on Berk, and there were still subtle sounds of explosions in the distance. Trees cracked in the distance. There was also a faint cry and sound of wintering birds being disturbed.

Bliss.

Out of the corner of his eye, he could see that the sun was close to dropping below the horizon, wings of pink and orange spanned over the ocean.

It was farther north than the Crescent Isle, so the winter sun was more imminent for the Vikings here. It wouldn't be long before the sky would constantly be blanketed with slate clouds.

"Hey bud," Hiccup came up to him, stumbling a bit on his prosthetic. The dragon lifted his wing invitingly, rolling onto his side. "You look well fed; did Goldfleck get you some fish? I heard the racket she was making…"

The Night Fury chirred heartily, and the boy slapped the drake's scaly shoulder.

"She's a bad influence on you."

"She used to say the same thing about you," The dragon replied amiably, "but she was quite mistaken. I'm sure that you're right."

"Goldfleck really is a handful." Hiccup motioned for Toothless to follow him, "So are all the other dragons too."

* * *

><p>"Toothless, cut it out." Hiccup admonished the Night Fury. The dragon had tried sneaking in through the back of the storehouse, and had attempted to rope Hiccup into helping him do it. One could hardly blame him though, the smell coming from the building was tantalizing at the very least. "Winter is coming, and we have an entire village to feed."<p>

Toothless scoffed. To be painfully blunt, the village could do with a bit less feeding, or so it seemed to the Night Fury. He was simply helping out with the process of slimming down the population's overall girth.

"You ate plenty yesterday afternoon, and you are not above asking another dragon to help you get some fish."

The Night Fury heartily disagreed, rumbling deep in his chest and shaking his head vigorously. Celine's gesture the day past was hardly one of good will, and the others in his circle of accomplices wouldn't help him without a generous side of teasing. He wouldn't try asking stranger dragons to help him either: he wasn't a fan of pitiful glances.

The dragon and his boy stopped short when they rounded the corner.

Before them stood the confrontation of Stoick the Vast and none other than Mildew, the hapless geezer who was still missing the center part of his raggedy beard.

"It's the dragons again," the old man was saying, climbing the stairs with his staff and one hand and sheep under the other arm. "Those demons are not fit to live among civilized men."

Gobber piped up over Stoick's shoulder, much to the annoyance of the chief and the complaining Mildew. "Neither are you, Mildew. Why do you think we built your house so far outside of town?" Toothless had to agree with that.

Mildew's face scrunched up in anger, "Ah, very well, make your jokes. Meanwhile these dragons upend our village carts! Turn people's houses into piles of rubble!"

Outside of the conversation, other Vikings were being brought to attention. As Mildew spoke, the humans started to gather, exclaiming that the codger was right, and that he should continue his rant against the dragons.

The Vikings seemed to be an easily persuaded bunch when it came to dragons, but to anything else, they were painfully stubborn. Why did they have to be so easily swayed on this topic? Why not the cultivation of their plants? It irked the Night Fury some.

"They even disturb an old man's rest!" Mildew shouted, encouraged by all the support he was receiving from the crowd. "Can't you see these bags under me eyes?"

"Go on, Mildew!" A man yelled out from the crowd.

"He's right, he's hideous." Gobber said smartly, exchanging a glance with the chief. Stoick even seemed to agree.

Mildew either didn't hear the jab or completely ignored it, because he turned to hid crowd of unlikely supporters. The people who cheered and laughed at his humiliation weeks prior were now agreeing with him. "These are wild and unpredictable beasts!" He pointed at a man in the crowd, one who wore a bucket over his head. "They even cracked this man's skull! Like an egg."

Toothless's ears went flat back, so he didn't hear the bucket headed man's rambling response.

That's when Mildew went right up in the chief's face, a bold move on his part. He was serious. "You need to put those dragons in cages!" He was being backed completely by the crowd, and they were stirring angrily.

Hiccup's hand automatically went to the Night Fury's neck, and the drake looked up for some type of confirmation. Stoick surely wouldn't put the dragons in cages, even if he tried, he certainly wouldn't be able to fit all of the dragons occupying the village in the arena's cages. Even if he did, Toothless wasn't sure what that would do to the others.

Stormfly would probably handle fine: she used to get captured on purpose to be in that place. But the others, he wasn't so sure. Barf and Belch would cope with their silly jokes, and Meatlug would probably just try and stick alone for her own sanity. It was Hookfang that it would shake the most. His species on a whole wasn't fond of confined spaces, and his personality would crumble back into an even more volatile and unstable state.

It was a question of how long they would last.

That's when Hiccup chose to intervene. "They don't mean any harm," Hiccup said, trying to calm the crowd, "They're just dragons being dragons."

Stoick backed up his son, "Look, Mildew, if there's a problem I'll deal with it."

"Oh, there is a problem, Stoick," Mildew spat, returning down the stairs and parting the crowd. "And I think I speak for everyone when I say you better do something about it!"

The old man stalked off, leaving all of the other Vikings to yell at the chief. Toothless had to feel bad for Stoick, he knew what it was like to be the authority on the receiving end of complaints.

"Well, this is quite the situation." Toothless said under his breath.

Stoick waved off the complaining Vikings, then turned to Hiccup. "Son, take your dragon and we'll meet you at the house."

"Yah, Dad," Hiccup replied, "Come on, bud."

Toothless slunk up onto the platform from the side and joined Hiccup, whisking him away from the storehouse and up the hill to the Haddock Hall.

* * *

><p>He and Hiccup went in through the hole in the roof, recently cut by Gobber and Stoick to accommodate their comings and goings without Toothless knocking things over in the main part of the house after a flight. Squeezing in through the front door was a challenge with his harness on anyways.<p>

It wasn't in Hiccup's bedroom, but in the next one over, which was completely empty to start. Gobber was talking about opening up the space by getting rid of the dividing wall, but after the worst part of winter had passed. Apparently the empty room was originally built for female children in the house, and Hiccup's for the males.

Hiccup's mother was no longer alive, for reasons Toothless had not yet learned, but it explained why his boy didn't have an abundance of siblings like the other teens.

So the empty room was being used as a storeroom for the harness.

The tail was the first to come off, then Hiccup unbuckled the leg loops and helped the drake step out of the leg loops. Finally the saddle was removed, and the Night Fury rolled his shoulders to shake the feeling of it from his scales.

Toothless and Hiccup abandoned the gear in the room, going down the stairs into the darkened house. It would've helped if the Vikings had openings to let natural light in, but the only sources of light were the hearth and the torches that hung in the sconces.

Stoick and Gobber were already down there, and the chief was pacing back and forth while the blacksmith was sitting at the table, admiring one of Stoick's wooden ducks. Hiccup and Toothless paused on the stairs, watching the two men from as high up the staircase as possible.

"We can't just let dragons run wild like they own the place." Stoick stopped mid-pace, "Hey, we could put up signs!"

"Signs?" Gobber asked sceptically, "For _dragons_?"

"No!" Stoick replied in exasperation, "for the people!"

"Signs? For _Vikings_?" Gobber seemed to be even more incredulous than before. "We're not big readers, Stoick."

Stoick returned to his pacing, "Then we'll build a huge net and stretch it around the plaza!"

"_Nets_? You do know they breathe fire?" Toothless had to agree with the blacksmith there. While the brainstorming was appreciated, some suggestions were way too far out, and this was one of them.

"I know very well they breathe fire, Gobber," Stoick growled, knocking one of the chairs to the side. "Maybe Mildew was right. We have to figure something—"

"No, no, wait, Dad," Hiccup cut in, picking up the chair and righting it by the hearth. "What if _I_ deal with the dragons?"

"You?" Stoick raised an eyebrow.

Toothless started to pick his way down the stairs. Hiccup might need some backup for this argument.

The Night Fury stuck his head under Hiccup's arm, then went around the other side to place himself more in the light. "Who else? If anyone can control them, I can," Hiccup reasoned, "I'm the best man for the job."

"You're not a man yet, Hiccup," Stoick said firmly.

Hiccup left Toothless's side to stand before his father. "Not if you don't give me the chance to be!" He said in exasperation.

Stoick and Gobber exchanged a knowing glance, as if they had seen this before, or if they were expecting it. Upon further thought, Toothless realized that was that they both knew that Hiccup had got them with that reasoning. Stoick sighed. "Fair enough, you'll have your chance... starting tomorrow."

Hiccup straightened. "You won't regret it, Dad, I promise."

That night, Toothless found a worn blanket and dragged it over to his corner of Hiccup's bedroom. When he curled up to sleep, it was wrapped around his forelegs and his nose was buried in it. It smelled quite a lot like Hiccup, with some sweet soap mixed in.

The human eyed Toothless as he crawled into bed under his own blanket, and decided to leave the dragon to whatever he was doing.

The drake kneaded his paws into the blanket one more time before settling down into whatever position stuck him as comfortable that night. He never really had been picky.

* * *

><p>That night hadn't been particularly restful.<p>

His dreams had been pitted with cries of Night Furies, raging forest fires that tore through everything like ravaging wolves, and the sound of steel shrieking against claw. When he woke, it was with a painful jerk that reminded him of the blanket wrapped around his paws.

Now he was walking through the village, on Hiccup's crusade to try to tame every dragon on Berk.

He honestly didn't know where he stood on this matter, but he was just plain entertained.

Hiccup had been doing admirably until a Gronckle burst through two carts, diving past the Nadder Hiccup had just calmed, and taking her with him. Toothless had been watching until Hiccup pointed him further up the hill. "Toothless, stop that fight! I'll put out the sheep!"

"Sheep?" Toothless started, "Fight?" When he actually looked up the hill, he understood. Flaming sheep. Fighting Dragons.

Toothless darted up the hill to intervene in the fight between the Deadly Nadder and Monstrous Nightmare. He bounded up onto the rock ledge, scrabbling a bit, but once he got completely up, he snarled at them.

"Why do you fight?"

"This ignorant Stulte was in my path." The Nadder sniffed.

The Monstrous reared his head, "Yer in _my_ way!"

"Both of you!" Toothless barked, quieting them, "You have damn wings! Take to the sky and stay out of each other's path. You're dragons, for Nótt's sake, not sheep!" The two other dragons huffed, then took to the sky in opposite directions.

This was going to be a long day.

* * *

><p>"Oh, everything hurts..." Hiccup complained, rubbing his shoulder. It was late night, and, as Toothless had predicted, it had been an extremely rough day. Hiccup pulled off his prosthetic, "Even this!"<p>

Toothless had to say, it was sore work, but getting the boy into an authoritative groove would be good for his future position of chief. He was glad to help if it meant Hiccup getting experience.

"Hiccup?" A voice came from below the floor, in the downstairs room. Astrid.

"Astrid?" Hiccup called back, standing up and dusting himself off. "Perfect," he said, then turned to the dragon, "I don't look too beat up, do I?"

Toothless gave him a reassuring smile, "Not _bad_, per se."

"Oh great," Hiccup scowled, "dragon pity." When Astrid came up the stairs, Hiccup spun around to greet her. "Hey, Astrid. What a nice surprise!"

Toothless's brow furrowed. Usually, when one said something, it shouldn't be sarcastically. Hiccup was terrible at that.

"So, how was your day?" Astrid asked, crossing her arms.

"Uh, uneventful," Hiccup said dismissively, trying to hide the pain of the past day behind a cheesy smile, "Hung around the plaza. You know..."

"Yeah, I _do_ know. We saw you out there," Astrid sounded pretty sympathetic. She reached forward and picked a stone off of Hiccup's vest, "It's hard to believe you're still standing."

Hiccup immediately gave up his act after that, tossing himself backwards onto his bed. "I'm gonna be seeing flaming sheep in my dreams for the next month," he said hopelessly.

"Hiccup!" Toothless tensed as Stoick came up the stairs and Hiccup immediately jumped up off of the bed, trying to collect himself before his father saw him. "Hiccup, what's going on out there? The plaza looks like a war zone!"

The boy drew back, "I know it looks bad..."

"Really bad," Astrid hissed.

"Yeah," Hiccup said quickly, trying to patch up the situation, "but this is only… _phase one_ of my master plan."

Stoick looked surprised, "Oh, so you do have a plan?"

"I do... of course I do!" Hiccup said with false cheer, "It's very complex. Lots of drawings, several moving parts. Yeah, it's, uh, pretty wild."

"Uh-huh." Stoick looked thoroughly unconvinced. "Well, this better be real. Because Mildew's stirred up the whole island. And if you don't get those dragons under control, they'll be calling for their heads." Stoick looked the Night Fury in the eye as he went back down the stairs.

Toothless watched him go, worrying after the last comment. It wouldn't be too much to say that he was fond of his head, and he didn't want to part with it.

"Don't worry, bud," Hiccup said, reaching out to give Toothless's jaw a rub, "Your head's not going anywhere."

Astrid strode over, "You do realize there are, like, a bazillion dragons out there and only one of you? I hope you really do have a plan."

* * *

><p>"Stormfly, I really don't think you should-"<p>

"Yes we should." The she-dragon observed the food before her. "I'm hungry, especially because our humans were teasing us with that food."

"They weren't teasing," Toothless said, trying to keep in stride with the larger dragon, "They were trying to do some demonstration… you know… to bring some semblance of order to this island?"

"You know, he's right," Meatlug said.

"Whatever."

Toothless sneezed, his nose suddenly being plagued by a peppery smell. "Barf, watch were you spray that gas, dammit."

Barf scowled, green gas frothing out of his mouth and flowing to the floor. "_What_?" Belch watched the gas with interest, as if trying to decide whether or not to spark it.

"I swear to Nótt, Belch, if you spark, I will let Hookfang kill you," Toothless threatened. Hookfang raised his head from the basket of fish he was stuffing his face in, grunting in agreeance.

"I won't," Belch replied tightly.

Toothless nodded. "Good."

"Meatlug, that was mine!" Stormfly stamped her foot. She and the Gronckle had gotten into the supply of elk in the back, and apparently were having sharing issues.

"Well, it isn't coming back, if that's what you want." Meatlug set her jaw.

"Do you two really have to fight?" Toothless sighed, "We were doing so well."

Before anyone else could stop her, a small burst of Stormfly's fire shot from her mouth. Barf snapped his mouth shut, but the gas that had steadily been flowing from his mouth had ignited. The combustion moved its way forward in a series of bursts, knocking the dragons down and away from the source.

Toothless groaned as he propped himself up on his front legs, but he immediately ceased when he saw the state of the storehouse.

They were going to be in so much trouble.

* * *
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* * *

><p>"Stormfly," Toothless growled, whipping his head around in search of her. She was already up, rustling her wings up against her sides.<p>

The Nadder assumed an innocent demeanour. "What?"

Meatlug answered her for Toothless. "It's apparent that you have rocks for brains! What _Stulte_ breathes fire when they're surrounded by Zippleback gas?"

"Stormfly does," Barf said mildly, tipping his head.

"Not helping," Meatlug rumbled. "Stormfly! What are you doing?"

Stormfly had managed to find what remained of the food, already nosing about the baskets of fish. "My craving for elk has miraculously passed. Join me?"

Hookfang slithered over, stepping over the Zippleback. "Don't mind if I do." Toothless was sure that Hookfang took extra care to step heavily on Barf and Belch's back. Both of the heads winced, but their only reply was to snap at the tail of the Nightmare, which came back swiftly and cuffed Belch upside the head.

"I'm leaving before we get caught – because we will," Meatlug stated. "Come on, Barf and Belch. You and your riders are already in enough trouble as it is."

"Wait a minute," Toothless cut in, "what about me? Don't leave me here with these two!"

"Sorry mate," Belch apologized.

Barf continued, "But you can't really fly."

Toothless grimaced. _Right_.

And just like that, they were gone, off the cliff and around to the woods on the island adjoining that of the village.

"Stormfly?"

"Hookfang?"

It was the teens, and they looked extremely confused, all except for Hiccup, who Toothless noted with some displeasure, looked crushed.

Both of the dragons cringed at being discovered, just as Meatlug had warned them.

Astrid's expression of betrayal quickly turned to something of a disciplinarian type. "Stormfly, _no_." The Nadder shrank back, her boldness from earlier evaporated under the heat of Astrid's anger. Hookfang flew off immediately, calling out after Meatlug and the Zippleback in hopes of finding them easily.

Astrid exhaled, "Let's go home, Stormfly. Come on." Stormfly complied, albeit sheepishly, following Astrid away down the main path of the village until they were out of sight. Fishlegs, Snotlout, and the twins had darted off somewhere as well, most likely in search of their dragon comrades.

So Toothless was all alone.

"Yes, fine," he grumbled, sweeping his tail out behind him in irritation. "Leave all the work to me, I can handle it just fine." He righted a basket by nudging it with his head. "It's not like I can't fly off like the rest of you to avoid responsibility."

He moved to the second one, which was also tipped on its side. Inside was a silvery herring, which Toothless quickly took between his teeth and pulled out of the basket. _It wouldn't hurt to eat just one more_. The Night Fury speculated, it couldn't possibly be missed.

Toothless suddenly realized that he had the eyes of the chief, Mildew, and Hiccup. All with various expressions crossing their faces. The Night Fury swiftly snapped up the fish before they could take it away. _It was just one._ He thought guiltily.

"Oh, Toothless," Hiccup said. Nótt, he looked so disappointed.

And with that the humans began to argue. Stoick with the fishermen, Mildew with Stoick, the villagers complained with mob mentality to their chief, and Hiccup was trying to reason with them all.

"Bah!" Mildew growled, "You can't just cage these dragons! You need to send them away now!" The villagers agreed heartily with that.

"You're right, Mildew," Stoick put his hand out in a placating gesture. "We'll cage them tonight, and in the morning, Hiccup will send them off the island." Toothless came up behind Hiccup, seeking the boy's hand and allowing Hiccup to place his hand over the drake's head worriedly. "I'm sorry, son."

Toothless and Hiccup exchanged a concerned look.

How could everything go downhill so fast?

* * *

><p>Toothless had was resting by the fire in the Great Hall, mulling over everything from the day.<p>

When he had broken the news to the other dragons upon their return, there had been a mix of reactions. Barf and Belch noticeably cringed at the thought, and Meatlug's eyes narrowed. Stormfly took it stoically, but with a noticeable clench in her jaw.

And Hookfang had completely lost it._ They're purposely putting us back into that Helhole?_ He had bellowed. _They're putting me back in a confined area with these degenerates?_ There wasn't much Toothless could do to reassure the Monstrous Nightmare that it would be better than the last times.

It had been odd, how quickly the attitude of the crowd had been swayed by one old man, and one whom no one was particularly fond of. It was probably just their sour moods from the past few days coming out all at once.

As a past authority figure, Toothless could respect the decision that Stoick had to make under the pressure of the people's anger. Sometimes it was easier to give into what the masses wanted, then work around the initial agreements after they were satisfied and distracted. Unfortunately, Toothless didn't know how the chief would find the loophole in this situation after they were dropped off at whatever island the Vikings were leaving them at the next day.

And that was a whole other matter, that island.

Once he was there, and the Vikings gone, he wouldn't be able to fly. The other dragons could easily fly back to Berk, but he'd be left behind. He could always swim, but he wasn't sure if there were any Scauldron or Seashocker pods in the area – they wouldn't be very pleased to find any other dragon in their watery territories. Swimming would be out of the question, he'd be forced to stay on the new island.

That's when Fishlegs's exclamation cut into the drake's brooding. "We're never gonna see our dragons again!" All of the teens seemed to be leaving, from what Toothless could see through his hooded eyes, they were probably headed for the arena. That meant that he and Hiccup would have to leave soon.

"We can't let that happen!" Hiccup said, coming up beside the dragon. He crouched down beside Toothless, placing a hand on the drake's head. "Toothless is the best friend I've ever had."

"And you, mine," Toothless purred.

"Oh, Toothless, I'm gonna miss you so much..."

Toothless looked up and growled at the voice of Mildew. "I don't remember you caring." Hiccup immediately stood up to face the old man. From the smell coming off of him, Toothless could tell that his boy was angry, and barely holding in his scathing sarcasm.

"You know what your mistake was?" Mildew asked rhetorically. "Thinking dragons could be _trained_. But a dragon's gonna do what a dragon's gonna do." Toothless was becoming angry also. This man was the reason that he and the other dragons would have to leave the island in the morning, and that he and Hiccup had a very slim chance of seeing each other again. Mildew's mouth curved into an ugly grin. "It's their _nature_. And nature always wins."

The Night Fury growled after Mildew as the old codger turned his back and headed off to sit down and eat his stew.

On the far end of the hall, the doors opened and a cold wind blew in, bringing in an odd draft than carried thin snowflakes. The wind was so strong that it went straight through the Great Hall and snuffed out the fire pit behind them like a candle, making the hall grow darker, only the sconces on the walls illuminating the large room.

Toothless turned around, then directed a gentle blast of plasma to the dying coals, sending them back to life. "Oh! Thank you Toothless." A woman said. Toothless hadn't been aware that she was there. The drake thumped back down to his forelegs, looking back to his resting spot forlornly.

"You know what? Mildew is absolutely right!" Hiccup exclaimed excitedly, "Come on, bud!" The dragon's boy ran out the hall like his heel was on fire and as if he had lost his mind.

They took to the sky immediately after they had exited the Great Hall, and the jetted over the village and the small stretch of ocean where the land gave way to cliffs.

Toothless wheeled over the arena, eyes immediately finding the torches borne by the humans and dropping altitude quick enough to drop in next to them.

Hiccup suddenly called out, "Don't close it!"

Before Toothless had finished running to a stop, Hiccup had jumped off his back and run to the lever by the side of the arena door, throwing his weight against it and stopping the grate's progress.

"We are not locking them up," He said fiercely.

Astrid excitedly rushed forward, "What happened? Did you change your father's mind?" She stopped short, a suspicious tone creeping into her voice, "Or are we going behind his back again?"

"Uh... one of those," Hiccup replied sheepishly.

The other dragons came up out of the arena, led by Stormfly. "About time, Toothless," She said, "I thought you two didn't actually have a plan."

"Hiccup has one," Toothless replied, "Though he didn't seem keen on sharing with me beforehand."

"Look." Hiccup said to the other teenagers. "The dragons are gonna do what they're gonna do. It's their _nature_. We just need to learn how to use it!"

* * *

><p>"I'm loving this plan!" Stormfly chirped at the Night Fury, taking the turn around Berk's mountain, over Mildew's cabbage field. She dove down with her rider, flicking out her tail spines and dragging them through the dirt.<p>

Toothless dove after her, Hiccup pouring cabbage seed over the drake's wing and into the newly made furrow. He looped back, hovering over the bewildered Mildew.

"Three o' clock: Time for the fertilizer!" Hiccup shouted.

"Fertilizer?" Mildew exclaimed.

That was when Meatlug did a flyover with a large flock of dragons, right on time with the dump of the day.

Toothless chirruped at her, signaling that it was time to move on to another task that Hiccup had set up for her, and she dutifully flew off to it with Fishlegs on her back.

"Smile, Mildew!" Hiccup called down to the cabbage man, "We just saved you three months of work!"

They made quick work of everything after that: helping Mulch and Bucket with their fishing, and driving boars into the butcher house with a little help from Gobber.

"How did you know that was gonna work?" Astrid asked.

"Because they're dragons," Hiccup replied, "and they're gonna do what dragons do." Toothless heartily agreed. Finally Hiccup had said it. "We just have to work with them and not against them. You know who we should actually be thanking–"

"There they are Stoick!"

Everybody cringed at the voice they knew all too well. Mildew.

* * *

><p>Toothless sheepishly followed behind the chief in their procession of shame towards the arena, where the dragons were already supposed to be. Stormfly followed close behind him on his right, muttering, mostly about how all the dragons but their small group had abandoned the village. When they heard that they would have to be locked away if they didn't leave, riderless dragons had to make an executive decisions regarding if they wished to be in a cage or not.<p>

Unfortunately, that separated the cowards from the brave, and it showed how few fearless and honest dragons stood among them on Berk: five.

It was a very discouraging number, to say the least.

Stoick the Vast had been furious when he had heard that his orders had been disobeyed, and Hiccup and the other riders had no choice but to allow him to take the dragons with him, watching as they were led away.

Gobber hobbled along on one side of the pack, Brunhilda in the back, and Mildew on the other side, occasionally jabbing Hookfang in the side with his claw-spangled staff. The Monstrous Nightmare had to endure it, only emitting small growls here and there to show his irritation.

Toothless tried not to think of the last time he had been paraded through the village, humans on all sides, not much leeway for movement other than forward.

The Night Fury stubbornly kept his silence, stalking forward with as much murder in his eyes as he could convey in them. He wasn't going to go without somebody getting at the very least uncomfortable.

It seemed to be working too. Stoick would cast him a glance every few seconds to check and see if the drake was still looking ready to blow someone to bits.

The harness rattled as Toothless slithered down the entrance of the arena, even though it was still light out, the dragon still gave off the impression of a slinking shadow. No Viking dared touch him as he prowled to the back of the open cage and sat in the darkness, luminous green eyes glaring out of the darkness.

The rest of the dragons settled in by him, all wincing when the door of the cage slammed down. Luckily, the door was grated, so they could all breath fine.

"Crime," said Barf.

"And punishment," the other head finished.

"And what crimes," Stormfly puffed, "other than helping them restock for winter?"

"We ate their original stock," Meatlug replied gloomily.

"Oh, I suppose you're right."

Hookfang lounged along the side of the cage, head resting against the sun warmed metal of the door. Toothless suddenly remembered that it was this cage that Hookfang had spent his time in as an arena dragon; he was most likely very comfortable where he was. At least there were openings in the cage door for him to look out of.

"How long do you suppose it'll be until those bastards come back?" the Nightmare rumbled.

Toothless remembered the last time he had to wait for the ships to be readied. "It will probably take them a while to prepare their ships, but then we'll be out of here by the morrow, and dumped somewhere else by the end of the next day."

"They do realize that we're dragons?" Barf questioned.

"And that we can fly?" Belch added. "We can return here much faster than they could by ship; we could be waiting for them as they pull back into the docks."

Barf winced, looking at Toothless, "Or at least, most of us… sorry, mate."

The Night Fury threw him a withering glare.

"Whatever they're going to try," Stormfly stated, trying to soothe them, "We'll have a way around it."

Toothless sank down on belly. He sure hoped so.

* * *

><p>Stoick the Vast entered the arena with Gobber on his right side, mouth set in a firm scowl, visible through his wild beard.<p>

All of the teens shifted uncomfortably. They held their backs to the dragons within the cage, but Toothless could see the tightness in their shoulders; the way they carried themselves screamed of how uncomfortable they were.

"This doesn't bode well," Stormfly grumbled uneasily, ruffling her wings. "The chief looks murderous."

"We thought –"

"- he always did."

Toothless continued to keep his eyes on the back of the teens, and pricked his ears up when Hiccup spoke.

"Dad," Hiccup stepped forward, "if anyone is getting in trouble, it should be me."

"No, you all had a hand in this," Stoick replied. He paced in front of the pups now, hands knotted behind his back. "You took over this place without asking. You released the dragons against my wishes!

"Things are going to change around here. That's why I-"

Gobber jumped in excitedly, cutting off the chief. "You're getting a dragon training academy!"

Toothless was taken aback by the sudden outburst, especially by what was said.

An… _Academy_? The title had the words 'dragon' and 'training' before it, so the drake understood the general purpose, but he never would've imagined that Stoick the Vast was going to _reward_ his son for his insubordination.

"Gobber!" Stoick said in exasperation, "I wanted to tell them!"

"Well," Meatlug exhaled, "Thank Níðhöggr; I thought they were going to get into shit."

Stormfly was still recovering; her one eye twitched a bit. "_Academy_…" She breathed, then nervously chirred. "Oh, that's not so bad."

"Speak for yourself," Hookfang groaned.

The chief strode over to where the dragons were caged. "This Dragon Training Academy is for you."

As soon as the door opened, the dragons bolted out, followed lastly by the Night Fury, who went directly for his pup.

"Hey, bud," Hiccup greeted him, putting his arms up to scratch the Night Fury's ears and jawline. _This is much better than the cage._

"Now, all you have to do it train 'im." Stoick the Vast stood proudly behind his son. Toothless heartily agreed. His hopes for helping the humans along in their coexistence with the dragons was going to go much smoother if they had the chief's go-ahead for any stunts they were going to pull.

Hiccup released the Night Fury's head, "Not a problem. After all," he said, returning his hand to Toothless's jaw, "I've got him." Astrid cleared her throat loudly behind them, and both human and Night Fury turned their heads over their shoulders to see that all the other dragons had assembled behind them with their riders. The Twins were already mounted on the necks of Barf and Belch, and Hookfang had Snotlout firmly in his mouth.

Hiccup grinned, "And… them too."

"Damn right." Stormfly chirped.

Hookfang agreed. "You need all the help you can get," he grunted, dumping Snotlout on the ground.

Toothless snorted. "With these humans? You couldn't be more right."

* * *
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	35. Not a New Chapter, but an Apology

Dear readers,

Unfortunately, my laptop has contracted a painful case of malware revenge. All of my files, including word documents, have been lost and while I have found them, they refuse to open properly. I did have my next chapter almost ready, but it was wiped out. I am working with wordpad, which is a truly painful experience.

After some careful deliberation, painful procrastination, and staring at a blank document (WORDPAD), and basically being on a semi-official hiatus, I have come to a decision.

I will NOT be continuing on Riders, Defenders, and RTTE.

I know. I've technically only put out one episode. But I realise that while I have been trying to give Toothless a voice, in the series the dragons are more like pets in the background. And while I've been doing alright at fitting the story around that for the past two chapters, there's only so much filler I can put in without making the story more complicated or just downright boring. I only wanted to do the TV show so I could do ONE episode (Yes, that would be 'What Flies Beneath', for one reason and one reason only – the Whispering Death he has a vendetta with is the one who killed his mother, Herja. If you guys forget, refer back to chapter 8). And to be honest, I don't think I can do that with all of the maneuvering around episodes that matter and don't matter and whatnot. It was enough to question my own sanity, what with school getting a hell of a lot harder and more stressful (do you feel me, fellow students?).

I am also lazy.

My motivation has dropped, but this is not the end. Instead, after doing Gift of the Night Fury, I will be picking up at the events of HTTYD2, and try to get myself back into the groove. (Thanks for sticking around with me and my incredibly indecisive writing and computer issues, you're all fantastic).

|Your favourite Potato Bender|


End file.
